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ELUE  PETE:    HAU?-BREED. 


WHAT  THIS  STORY  IS  AliOUT 


The  Wild  Wtst  Ins  a  fascination  for  younR 
and  old  alike,  appralinu'  to  a  sc^nsc  of  romance 
inluniit  ineviryone.  liliie  IVte  :  Half  Hreed 
i>  a  p(  I  -onalil\-  to  cajUure  the  iinau'ination. 

Movni;^'  a.Ljaiiist  a  Ijackground  of  the  great 
Rockies,  throii-'h  the  hij:;  open  spaces  of  tlie 
p'aines,  to  the  accomjianiment  of  horses' 
hoofs,  is  liis  tragic  figure,  rough  and  lovable. 

It  is  a  storv  of  a  conflict  l)tt\ve<n  the 
famous  Mounted  Police  and  the  "  rustleis" 
or  catlU'  thicM-,  a  battle  (,f  wits  fought 
according  to  the  rough  rules  of  s])ort>manship. 
Neitlur  "  ru>tler  "  nor  policeman.  Blue  Pete 
b'-ats  them  both  at  tiicir  own  game. 
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TO 
MY   FATHER, 

WHOSE    EIGHTY    YEARS,    SIXTY    OF  THEM    IN    AH 
UNEXCITING    PROFESSION,    HAVE    NOT    DEADENED 
HIS  LOV.     OF  ADVENTURE  OR  DIMMED  AN    IMAGI- 
NATION THAT  SUGGESTED  THIS  STORY 


PUBLISHER'S  FOREWORD, 


FOR  quite  a  long  time  I  have  been  on  the 
look-out  for  a  British  author  who  could 
write  a  story   of    the    Cowboy  West, 
hitherto    the    exclusive     territory    of 
American  writers  -and  very  well  he  v/rites  about 
it,  too. 

In  Luke  Allan  I  think  I  have  discovered  the 
man  I  was  in  search  of.  He  is  as  British  as  a 
tank,  and  has  hved  among  cowboys  and  buck- 
ing bronchos,  or  whatever  it  is  that  bucks  out 
there.  Somehow  he  managed  to  put  it  down  on 
paper  and  sent  the  paper  to  me  with  stamps 
to  cover  the  cost  of  its  return.  I  kept  the 
stamps  and  sent  him  an  agreement  instead. 

A  publisher  mustn't  say  too  much  about  a 
book  he  is  issuing  ;  that  is  the  prerogative  of 
the  critic,  who  is  never  backward  in  proclaim- 
ing a  new  writer.  Anyhow,  I  am  ordering  a 
first  edition  of  21,500  copies.  What  Luke 
Allan  Vv'ill  say  to  me  if  I  don't  sell  them, 
heaven  only  knows.        He  has  lived   among 


cowboys,  and  probably  takes  the  precaution  of 
slipping  a  "  gun  "  into  his  pocket  when  he  goes 
to  call  upon  his  pubhsher;  but  then,  every 
publisher  has  a  back-entrance — he  hates  to 
have  it  referred  to  as  an  "  exit." 


HERBERT   JENKINS. 


SBPTKBfBKR,    1920. 
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BLUE  PETE:  HALF-BREED 

CHAPTER  I 

THE  COMING   OF   BLUE   PETE 

SUNSHINE  everywhere,  brittle,  unclouded, 
relentless— a  glare  that,  to  the  very 
horizon,  saturated  and  palled  and 
blinded.  Heat  that  withered  what  it 
touched  streamed  upward  hke  a  wave  from 
the  prairie,  as  well  as  downward  from  the 
dazzling  canopy  overhead.  Not  a  breath  stirred 
dead  yellow  grass  or  sage  bush  ;  and  the  half 
hidden  carpet  of  prairie  flowers — even  the 
softer  saffron  of  the  cactus  bloom— only  re- 
flected the  blinding  flame  of  sunhght. 

One  spot  only  of  moving  life  was  visible  : 
a  man,  tall  and  straight,  astride  a  black  horse, 
both  fighting  grimly  the  pervading  limpness, 
both  preserving  something  of  the  air  of  au- 
thority and  vigilance  that  never  quite  deserts 
the  Mounted  Police. 

Constable  Mahon  sat  loosely  in  the  saddle, 
staring  vacantly  before  him,  but  now  and 
then  his  head  raised,  with  the  untiring  instinct 
of  the  Force,  to  search  the  stretches  about, 
and  a  tinv  furrow  came  and  went  between 
his  eyes.   'After   a  time  the  uncanny  silence 
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beat  in  on  him,  accustomed  though  he  was 
to  every  phase  of  prairie  Hfe,  and  rising  in 
his  saddle  he  peered  off  to  the  west,  where 
he  knew  large  herds  fed,  his  quick  eye  picking 
out  on  the  slope  of  a  depression  the  small 
dark  objects  that  told  of  cattle  too  languid 
even  to  follow  into  the  cooler  depths  of  the 
coulees  their  thousands  of  companions  now 
sleeping  through  the  mid-day  heat.  Smihng 
with  the  frankness  of  expression  that  comes 
to  men  who  hve  much  alone,  he  chirruped 
to  his  horse  and  struck  off  more  briskly  towards 
the  south. 

With  an  unconscious  movement  of  the  hand 
that  guided  without  pulHng  the  rein,  he  slanted 
off  towards  a  long,  deep-green  Une  that  tem- 
pered the  sky  to  the  south-east,  and  half  an 
hour  later  the  Cypress  Hills  towered  over 
him,  a  range  of  verdant  heights  that  stood 
incongruous  in  the  surrounding  levels,  their 
western  end  falling  away  before  him  in  a 
sudden  sweep  of  half-clad  hillside — as,  indeed, 
the  borders  of  the  hills  everywhere  dropped 
strangely  into  the  prairie. 

As  he  pulled  up  before  a  long  coulee  that 
dived  into  the  trees,  he  forgot  the  blazing 
heat.  For  several  minutes  he  sat,  his  hands 
resting  on  the  pommel,  gazing  keenly  along 
the  edges  of  the  hills,  searching  out  every 
shadow  and  nook.  But  the  C\'press  Hills 
were  as  dead  to  the  eye  as  the  trail  behind  him  ; 
and  Mars,  his  horse,  turned  at  last  to  whinny 
softly  his  im.patience. 

"  If  we  only  knew  half  your  secrets !  " 
the  Policeman  exclaimed  aloud  into  the  black 
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shadows,    and    gathering   up    the    reins   loped 
westward  to  skirt  the  inchne. 

From  one  of  the  rolhng  ridges  a  straggling 
herd  of  long-horned  cattle  on  the  slopes  of 
a  watered  valley  came  into  view.  Years  ago 
their  ancestors  had  been  trailed  north  from 
Texas,  and  the  beautiful  horns  were  handed 
down  to  a  vast  progeny  that  gave  one  of  the 
fanciful  touches  to  the  prairie  life  with  which 
Mahon  was  in  daily  contact,  adding  a  httle 
of  the  variety  of  outside  world  for  which 
something  within  him  seemed  always  to  be 
craving. 

A  quartette  of  drowsy  cowboys,  two  of 
them  placing  cards,  lolled  in  the  grass,  their 
ponies  drooping  with  loose  rein  in  the  thin 
shadow  of  nearby  bushes.  One  looked  lazily 
up  and  waved  his  hand,  and  Mahon  responded, 
noticing  with  deepening  frown  that  they  ceased 
their  game  to  watch  him.  And  when,  moved 
by  a  sudden  impulse,  he  jerked  his  reins  as 
if  to  join  them,  the  two  who  were  not  playing 
rose  and  slouched  to  their  ponies. 

With  an  impatient  twist  of  his  arm  he 
turned  away.    "  I  don't  believe  it,"  he  muttered. 

Mile  after  mile  of  the  dead  grass  of  years 
sped  out  behind  him.  He  scarcely  knew  where 
he  was  riding — it  was  all  in  his  beat.  The 
hills  crept  to  his  back.  Less  than  a  half 
hour  ahead  his  way  would  be  barred  by  the 
iron  posts  that  marked  the  Montana  boundary 
— the  invisible  line  dividing  two  countries 
of  common  interests,  two  districts  of  common 
pursuits,  putting  a  sudden  and  definite  end 
to    the    jurisdiction    of    the    Mounted    Police. 
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On  this  side  eight  of  them— they  were  woe- 
fully short-staffed— pohced  a  district  fifty  miles 
from  cast  to  west,  a  territory  with  a  distinct 
enough  southern  border,  but  which  to  the 
north  stretched  into  untracked  wilds  where 
neither  rancher  nor  farmer  Uved  and  where, 
therefore,  rustlers  had  no  reason  to  be.  And 
four  of  the  eight  were  expected  to  cope  with 
the  temptations  of  the  Cypress  Hills  section, 
where  the  best  herds  in  Canada  roamed.  South 
of  that  scattered  line  of  posts  ranged  the 
bad  men  of  the  Badlands,  a  sure  retreat  from 
the  pursuing  punishment  of  the  Mounted  Police. 
Nothing  twisted  Inspector  Barker's  face  into 
such  fury  as  his  impotence  before  those  iron 
posts,  for  the  unorganised  officialdom  of  Montana 
gave  him  little  support. 

Thinking  of  these  things  as  he  loped  along, 
resentment  akin  to  anger  lined  his  fore- 
head. .     , 

Suddenly  a  rifle  shot  far  to  the  south,  quickly 
followed  by  a  second,  brought  him  stiffly 
upright  in  his  saddle,  his  rem-hand  clutching 
to  his  breast.  And  l:s  he  sat,  motionless  as 
the  cactus  at  his  feet,  two  more  shots  galvanized 
him  and  his  horse  into  action.  Sweeping 
into  a  coulee  Mahon  followed  it  to  its  end, 
emerging  on  the  level  with  foam  lathering 
his  horse's  sides  about  the  cinch  and  blowing 
back  to  him  from  panting  mouth  and  nostrils. 
Within  a  stone's  throw,  peering  to  the 
south  over  a  ridge,  a  man  lay  loosely  on  his 
side,  holding  a  ragged  Stetson  above  his  head 
on  a  sprig  of  cactus.  Two  shots,  that  whistled 
over   Mahon's   head,   answered    the   challenge 
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almost  as  one.  But  the  stranger  only  laughed 
— a  jeering  laugh — and  tossed  his  Stetson 
into  the  air.  Malion  jammed  spurs  into  Mars 
and  plunged  up  the  slope,  catching  from 
the  comer  of  his  eye  the  stranger's  languid, 
unsurprised  turn  that  mocked  his  own  excite- 
ment. In  a  glance  he  swept  the  prairie  to 
the  south,  where  the  small  bluffs  and  wooded 
hills  of  Montana  seemed  to  justify  the  dividing 
hue  he  had  for  the  moment  forgotten.  It 
was  the  stranger  reminded  him. 

"That's  Montany,  Mountie." 

At  the  unconcealed  chuckle  in  the  voice 
he  faced  angrily  about. 

At  first  glance  he  thought  he  had  never 
seen  a  more  ill-favoured  face.  The  man  was 
sitting  cross-legged,  a  pair  of  immense,  coarse 
brown  hands  hanging  Hmply  over  his  leather- 
chapped  knees.  A  square,  heavy  frame  whose 
looseness  failed  to  behe  its  strength  and  agility, 
was  covered  by  a  dirty  vest,  open  save  for 
one  button,  reveahng  an  equally  dirty  shirt 
once  khaki  in  colour.  A  huge  dotted  necker- 
chief was  double  knotted  under  one  ear,  and 
from  beneath  his  hips  as  he  sat  showed  a 
pair  of  extravagant  spurs  large  enough  to 
impale  a  horse.  Mahon  recalled  a  score  of 
cowboys,  most  of  them  novices,  who  flaunted 
one  or  more  of  these  spectacular  evidences 
of  the  professif  n,  but  never  off  the  London 
stage  in  the  old  days  back  home  had  he  seen 
a  cowpuncher  who  incorporated  so  many  in 
one  person. 

Yet  it  was  the  face  that  interested  him 
most.     At  a  glance  he  read  the  Indian  strain 


■"^mssm^ismi^^m^^sssm 
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-the  hifih  cheek  bones  and  swarthy  colour 
the    latter    of    a    strangely    bUush    tnit      Ihe 
Inoicnt   Stet-^on   was  thrust   back   on  tousled 
hai    that  had  been  left  to  itself  for  mat.y  a 
dav   and  underneath  there  wavered  erratically. 
L^if     ndependent   of   each   other,    a   pair   of 
?tinkl  ne    eves    whieh,    half    closed    as    they 
were    Massed  nothing.     And  when   the   mirth 
of  theT4s  was  continued  in  an  extravagant 
expanse  of  mouth  that  did  not  open  but  twisted 
rSous  y    upward    at    the    corners.    Mahon 
"h  a"^  impulse  to  smile  in  response  that 
he  was  forced  to  take  himself   in  hand.     It 
only  increased  his  anger. 

"  Wlio  are  vou  ?  "  he  demanded. 
TlThaU-brJed's  grin  continued  und.sturbed 

"^  ^Tn^d'^tre^'ifd' mS  tr  b«rt  tl, 

rsaSfactn!  'a  m  of  surprised  admiration 

*°'^^p7sf 'they'd   kep-   on   shootin' ?  "    The 

voice^i  as  big  and  coarse  as  the  strangers 

bod^   bS  with  a  pecuharly  ingratiating  flexi- 

bUity     "  Gor  swizzled,  ef  I  think  it  '^A  made 

abt'^o-din'runce!   .    .    .  Never  seen  a  MounUe 

before     The  iiggers  over  thar— we  kiiow  each 

other  miehty  well- ain't  half  the  lookers  you 
other  miglity  ^^^^^^^  ,  ^p  ^^^ 

Ske  thk:    They   might   'a'    fired   again-jes 

*^ "  rm"doing  the  talking  just  now."  Ths 
reminder  was' as  peremptory  as  authorrty  or 
the  prairie  is  accustomed  to  speak  in  its  othcia 
rnoments.  "  UTiafs  your  name  and  wuo  w^J. 
they,  and  what  are  you  doing  here  ? 
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The  half-breed  laughed  in  the  soundless 
manner  of  one  who  has  laughed  much  alone. 

"  Which  d'yuh  want  fust,  Gineral  ?  "  He 
seemed  to  read  the  PoHceman's  anger  at  the 
veiled  irony,  for  he  went  on  hastily.  "  Seein' 
how  sweet  yuh  ast,  call  me  Pete.  When  yuh 
git  to  love  me,  Blue  Pete.  .  .  .  Nobody 
ever  got  furder'n  that." 

Mahon  was  mildly  interested.  He  had  heard 
of  Blue  Pete  from  visiting  cowboys  as  a  vague, 
half-mythical  cowpuncher  of  the  Badlands, 
who  had  never  before  come  within  range  of 
the  Mounted  Police. 

'  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

The  half-breed  chuckled.  "  Heerd  o'  me, 
eh  ?  Not  the  hull  truth,  I  hope.  Well,  I'm 
hevin'  my  fust  conversation  with  a  Mountie — 
an'  savin'  my  friend's  back  thar  the  trouble 
o'  buryin'  me — ur  some  o'  themselves.  .  .  . 
Never  did  take  to  the  killin'  game — that  is, 
not  in  big  doses.  .  .  .  Canady — mebbeCanady 
now " — be  dropped  back  on  his  heels  and 
passed  a  coarse  hand  across  his  chin — "  mebbe 
thar's  room  here  fer  me.  I'm  too  gor-swizzled 
chicken-hearted  fer  Montany — an'  dead-sick 
o'  th'  everlastin'  game.  They  tell  me  yet 
real  sassy  over  here  with  gunmen.  Yer  startin' 
fine,  boy." 

Mahon,  uncomfortably  conscious  of  a  strange 
mingling  of  irritation  and  interest,  rode  nearer. 

"  Who  were  they,  and  why  were  they  after 
yon  ?  " 

Blue  Pete  pursed  his  lips.     "  U-um  !     Wot's 
yer  fav-or-ite  porridge,  so  to  speak,  au'  the 
I  size  o'  yer  hat,  an'  who's  yer  bes'  girl  ?  " 


?t®^!v; 


m^^m^imH-mm^m^  ^r^^mm^im^mm^i 


■^^:<UMif&^^''^J 
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Mahon  shut  his  teeth.  "  Where's  your  horse  ? 
You're  commg  with  me."  The  Inspector  might 
try  his  hand  at  further  questionmg.  ^ 

"  An'  to  think  mv  fus'  friend  m  Canady  s 
a  Mountie!  Wudn't  my  frien's  over  thar 
jest  natcherly  laugh  !     Gor-swizzled  ef  1  am  t 

glad  I  come  !  " 

He   whistled   twice,   and   from   the   grass   a 
few  yards  away  a  pinto  clambered  to  its  teet, 
shook  itself   on   braced   legs,   and   ambled   to 
its  master.     Mahon  watched,  fascinated.     He 
must  have  ridden  almost  over  the  ugly  httle 
beast     Its  blotched  sides  of  dirty  yellow,  its 
ragged  tail  that  looked  as  if  something  had 
left  off   chewing   it  just  before  the  end,   the 
inquiring  tilt  to  the  upper  third  of  one  ear, 
catalogued  it  in  horsedom  in  the  same  class 
as  its  master  among  men.     And  in  every  move_ 
ment  was  the  same  lazy  play  of  muscles  of 
steel.     It  bent  its  head,  and  the  half-breeds 
hand  went  up  to  fondle  its  ears. 

"  Whiskers,  ole  gal,  don'  get  stuck  up  cause 
I  am  But  here's  one  o'  them  Mounties  we  ve 
heerd  of.  Wot  yuh  think  o'  that  black  o 
his  ?  Nifty  bit  o'  horseflesh  eh  ?  Give  yuh 
a  run  in  a  mile,  wudn't  he  ?  But  in  ten-— - 
He  broke  off  with  a  chuckle  and  slouched  up 
from  the  grass.  But  the  movement  that  landed 
him  in   the  saddle  was  like  the   spring  of   a 

'^^^Now.  Gineral,  git  goin'.  An'  ef  thar's 
somethin'  t'  eat  at  th'  end  of  it,  make  it  hasty. 
Whiskers  an'  me's  did  'bout  a  hundred  miles 
too  much  since  this  tiine  yesterday,  Cudnt 
wait  t'   'ave  my  steaks  done  as  I  hke    em. 


V^j^S". 
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Mahon  untied  the  extra  lunch  he  always 
carried,  handed  it  to  the  half-breed,  and 
pointed  northward.  Blue  Pete,  after  the  first 
glance  of  surprised  gratitude,  hesitated.  Then 
he  grinned  and  led  away. 

"I'd  ride  to  blazes  with  a  sangwich  in  my 
hand  jest  now.  .  .  .  Yer  uncommon  decent, 
boy.  Yuh  don't  happen  t'ave  a  quarter  o' 
beef  in  yer  ves'  pocket— er  a  keg  o'  Samson's  ? 
Cud  take  a  bite  o'  my  arm,  I'm  that  hungry." 

He   munched   in   silence  for   a   time. 

"  Say,  boy/'  he  said  over  his  shoulder, 
"  yuh  know  I'm  goin'  'cause  I  want  tuh,  don't 
yuh  ?  Don't  'member  o'  goin'  anjrwhar  fer 
any  other  reason.  Ef  yuh  think  I'm  tr>'in' 
t'  escape " 

Mahon  pulled  his  horse  alongside.  Mars  and 
Whiskers  exchanging  compliments  of  a  friendly 
nature.     Blue   Pete   grinned. 

"  That's  better.  .  .  .  Yer  white.  .  .  .  Alius 
makes  me  narvus  with  anyone  behind  me. 
That  ain't  the  way  I  ride  usually.  Guess  it's 
conscience." 

The  half-breed's  eyes  roamed  in  admiration 
over   the  country   as   they   passed   along. 

"  Mighty  fine  ranchin'  country  ?  "  he  volun- 
teered presently,"ef  thar's  water.  Many  cattle  ?" 

Mahon  found  himself  absorbed  in  the  turns 
of  the  half-breed's  mind,  in  the  subtlety  with 
which  he  conveyed  his  meaning.  Almost  in- 
voluntarily he  shifted  their  course  to  the  west 
until  they  overlooked  the  herd  of  Texan  steers. 
A   pair    of    cowboys    were    dashing    down  the 

"i-i •"    -"^i---,    a    liiiic    ii-.Tay,    uriViUg    ueiore 

them  two  half -grown  calves.     An  involuntary 
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movement  of  the  half-breed's  hand  brought 
?he  pTnto  to  a  stop,  and  Mars  pulled  up  in 
svmSy  Faintly  across  the  ravine  came 
th^  protests  of  the  unwilling  calves.  Blue 
pSe'rhead  moved  slowly  until  he  could  see 
the  Policeman's  face,  but  Mahon  caught  u 
in  time  and  presented  the  impassive  mask  of 

^'^."ay  fer  ridin,"  commented  the  ha^- 
breed.     "But   any    day   does— fer   that,      he 

^"^•"^Any  day  has  to."  Mahon  turned  quickly 
away  to  hide  the  worr>  in  his  face.  Ar.d  b^^h 
noted  in  silence  the  sudden  movement  among 
the  cowboys  at  sight  of  them. 


CHAPTER  II 
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IN  silence  they  rode.  Mars,  under  the  spur 
of    a    new    companionship,    cavorting    a 
little    and    prancing ;      but    the    steady 
awkward  pace  of  the  'lalf-breed's  mount 
was  as  regular  as  a  mach   le.     The  heat  was 
moderating  with  the  setting  of  the  sun,  but 
the  air  continued  dry  and  harsh  and  withering, 
and  Mahon's  eyelids,  heavy  as  if    he    passed 
through  a  great  fire,  for  minutes  at  a  time 
were  closed. 
"  Much  rustlin'  in  these  parts  ?  " 
The  question  fitted  so  completely  into  Mahon's 
troubled  thoughts  that  he  scarcely  repressed 
a  start. 
"  Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 
"  Jest  askin'.     Seems  t'   'urt." 
Mahon  felt  the  searching  of  the  half-breed's 
eyes  and  yielded  to  impulse. 

"  RustHng  ?  The  worst  we  ever  experienced 
is  on  right  now.  .  .  .  But  we're  going  to 
stop  it."  He  jammed  his  spurs  into  Mars' 
tender  sides,  for  there  came  to  him  again 
the  memory  of  the  scene  that  had  oppressed 
him  all  the  afternoon.  Only  a  few  hours  ago 
I  he  had  come  from  a  conference  at  ^ledicine 
i  Lodge  with  Inspector  Barker,  whose  unusual 
[bluntness  had  sent  him  and  his  comrades  out 

21 
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with  a  relentless  determination  to  rebuild  the 

reputation  of  the  ^orce^  „stlers,"   Blue 

"  '''"''  tiriootog  down  on  Mars'  quiveririg 
Pete  suggested,  looKing  Qow  ^^^. 

sides  as  the  ^^Pf^'^^^T'^Dol^ised  to  Mars 
trol.  Mahon.  Au^lf  d  and  apotog^^?  ■^  ^'l! 
by  patting  his  wet  n-k^       U-oks^^^   y    .^ 

STed  to  keep  yefeyel  ^eeledir  the  U'l  things. 

'H^ir  ^s^  rAnsr^v 

rrustl^know  ^^X^^l^no^' ^^^i 
time  to  f^P'o'^^-it^'^'until  we  do  They 
^afrderhi^dr-e-dtrds  wtre  we  can't  hope 

to  find  them.  ,      self-conscious,  unable 

do^!^%^S^ttr««e..^took 
thar.     Out    here    on    the   prairies 
rustlin's  done."  ^-.rkf.  we  have  a  chance. 

v:u°c:i^SrhrS^^rbbirhere-e.cept  in 

'''^.^^^^••"The  exclamation    P-t<iU.Uo. 

was   a  blunt  sneer        Wot   lana   o 

hev  vuh  here  anyhow  i  ,  ^_ 

'^Xn  could  follow;«„7/T:  Ign^  by 
breed's  mmd,  but  he  o^'^  ,  ,  ^^^  effect 
e^osing  the  'rrj^ation  "^.s  cou£u.mg-and 
Si  tla;lS"^i;to  "silence,    cosing    hrs     eyes 

wearily. 
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He  opened  them  with  a  sudden  sense  of 
alarm  and  swung  about.  Mars  and  he  seemed 
the  only  living  things  on  the  prairie.  At  a 
pressure  of  his  knees  the  horse  raced  to  the 
nearest  rise,  but  nothing  was  to  be  seen.  A 
few  hundred  yards  away  was  a  knoll  he  knew 
as  the  highest  point  this  side  of  the  hills,  and 
there  he  stood  in  his  saddle,  cursing  his  care- 
lessness and  over-confidence.  Then  under 
a  hot  spur  he  drove  his  horse  into  widening 
circles,  keeping  to  the  ridges,  swiftly  searching 
every  coulee.  He  knew  he  had  cut  off  retreat 
to  the  hills  by  any  coulee  the  half-breed  could 
have  reached  in  the  minute  or  two  of  his 
inattention.  A*"!  when,  prepared  for  the  only 
means  of  hidi  .n  that  shrubless  waste,  he 
sensed  an  unfamiUar  shade  in  the  grey-yellow 
grass  into  the  eye  of  the  stm,  he  galloped 
towards   it. 

The  ungainly  figure  of  the  half-breed  rose 
before  him,   grinning   a  bit  sheepishly. 

"  Yuh  ain't  half  bad,  boy.  But  I  ain't  a 
rabbit,  mind.  An'  ef  I'd  knowed  the  lay  o' 
the  land  I  could  'a'  did  it — ef  I'd  wanted  to  " 
At  a  double  whistle  the  pinto  rose  from 
behind  a  small  sage  bush,  the  yellow  blotches 
on  her  sides  now  seeming  to  defy  concealment. 
"  Right  here,  right  out  here  on  the  prairie, 
boy,  thar's  whar  things  is  happenin',  right 
under  yer  eyes,  Mebbe  I'll  lam  yuh  a  thing 
er  two — some  day — mebbe.  .  .  .  Whose 
bunch  ?  "  he  inquired,  tossing  his  thumb  over 
his  shoulder. 

"  Stanto.  s'.     Joe  and  Jim.     Biggest  ranchers 
about  here." 
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'•  Sure  thing  !  "  ,  •       , 

"  You  know  them  ?  "  Mahon  exclaimed  sus- 
piciously. _  .  , 

"  Sence    half    an    hour.     Seem^  to    knowed 
'em  years.     Seed  thar  kind " 

The  sudden  appearance  of  a  girl  on  horse- 
back from  the  draw  of  a  coulee  stopped  him. 
The  effect  on  the  two  men  wis  startling.     In- 
voluntarily the  half-breed  pulled  up,   and  his 
eyes    narrowed  ;     but    the    transformation    in 
Mahon  was  more  leisurely,  though  also  more 
marked.     It  v.-as  as  if  he  took  a  new  grip  on 
himself— only   that.     He  did  not  stop— there 
was  no  great  movement  of  any  part  of  l^im— " 
but  his  shoulders  straightened  and  tightened, 
and  his   reinhand   raised   a   Httle.     The  other 
hand  lifted  to  sweep  off  his  Stetson  as  he  bowed, 
a  gentle  smile  transfiguring  his  face.     The  half- 
breed   looked   from   one   to   the   other,    wide- 
eyed,     and     then     his     own     Stetson     came 

off.  •    •     u      J 

A  wild  flower  the  girl  was,   a  praine-bred 
maiden  with  the  mind  and  powers  of  a  man. 
From  her  dress  one  might  have  inferred  ob- 
jection to  her  sex,  resisted  by  a  nature  that 
would  not  be  silenced.     Her  blouse  was  nothing 
but  a  man's  shirt,  but  it  was  open  a  httle  at 
the  neck  revealing  a  skin  no  man  ever  possessed, 
and  topped  by  a  handkerchief  of  an  aggressive 
green.     Her  skirt  was  a   frank  concession  to 
sex— but  the  green  of  it  shrieked  at  the  green 
of    the    neckerchief.     Short    and    full    it    lay 
across  the  hnr=e's  back  exposing  an  exquisitely 
moulded    foot    and    leg    which    the    high    tan 
riding  boot  failed  to  conceal. 
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The  only  other  touch  of  femininity  was  a 
wide  red  belt,  but  in  every  line  was  grace 
and  suppleness,  and  sliapeliness  of  bust  and 
limb.  From  under  the  edge  of  her  Stetsc  n 
peeped  a  wave  of  ruddj'  hair  whose  exposure 
was  sheer  rebellion,  framing  a  complexion  that 
had  yielded  not  at  all  to  the  dry,  parching 
winds  and  heat  of  the  prairie  summer  or  the 
biting  storms  of  winter.  Dark  it  was,  but 
soft  as  velvet  and  tender  as  a  rose. 

"  Gor-swizzle  !  "  breathed  the  half-ljreed. 
And  when  the  girl  disappeared  again  into  a 
coulee  at  a  fast  gallop.  Whiskers  had  not 
moved.  "  Gor-swizzle  !  "  he  ejaculated  again, 
galloping  to  overtake  his  companion.  A  nod 
of  his  head  asked  the  question  in  his 
mind. 

"  Miss  Stanton — Mira  Stanton,"  Mahon  told 
him,  and  there  was  something  of  caress  in 
his  tone.     "  Sister  of  Joe  and  Jim." 

The  half-breed  whistled  through  his  teeth. 
"  I  wonder  whar  she  comes  in.  .  .  .  Many 
like  her  in  these  parts  ?  " 

"Few  like  her  anywhere. 

The  other's  face  wrinkled 
know  yuh  feel  that  way  ? 
glances  she  sent  yuh  ?  " 

"  Don't  talk  rot !  " 

"  They  don'  grow  'em  like  that  whar  I 
come  from,"  went  on  the  half-breed, 
undisturbed  by  the  rebuke.  "  Not  in  dress, 
anx-way." 

Malion   shook   his   head    sadly.     "  Why   on 

earth  she  wears  those  greens "  he  began, 

then  stopped. 


"  Say,  does  she 
Was   them   love 
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The  half-breed  stared  at  him  with  a  new 
interest.  "  Must  be  awful  f  ev  an  eye  hke  that. 
Whiskers  an'  me'U  hev  to  buck  up.  We 
ain't  no  prize  babies,  are  we.  ole  gal !  me 
pinto  whinnied  agreement. 

"  Ah  !  " 

The  exclamation  broke  at  a  scene  that 
opened  suddenly  before  them.  The  sun  was 
sinking  fast,  and  the  air  was  snappmg  with 
the  coming  prairie  evening  that  sometimes 
nasses  into  frost  in  the  hollows  after  an  un- 
Sortably  warm  day.  A  herd  of  browsing 
cattle  was  wandering  up  from  their  mid-day 
retreat  on  che  way  to  new  pastures  for  the 
night,  from  their  midst  ansing  cries  of  ^^mal 
distress.  Blue  Pete's  head  went  forward. 
"  Cows  !  "  he  jerked. 

Two  riders  were  darting  about  the  herd, 
trying  to  keep  it  bunched,  while  further  back 
another  pair  were  scouting  swiftly  about. 

''Calves  gone,"  explained  the  half-breed, 
his  words  Slipping  ofi.  "  How  far  hev  we 
come  ?  " 

"  Where  from  ?  "        ,      «,     ^     .„  >  » 
"  From  the  last  bunch— Stanton  sf 
"  About  ten  miles— perhaps  more.       Mahon 
was  watching  him  from  beneath  his  brows. 
"  Hm-m !    Stiff  work   fer   a  hot   day 
Mahon    made    no    reply.    He    had    shifted 
his  eyes  to  the  bawling   cows    but   after   a 
moment    or    two    he    heard    the    haH-breed 

muttenng^^  H'l  things,  boy— the  calves-and 

the  cows.    It's  right  out  here 

Mahon  turned  on  him  fiercely. 
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"  You're  a  stranger  here.  That  herd  back 
there's  the  Stantons',  the  3-bar-Y  herd,  I 
tell  you.    That's  enough." 

But  Blue  Pete  had  the  last  word. 

"  An'  Miss  Stanton's,"  he  grinned, "— Mira's." 


r 
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CHAPTER  III 


DUTCH  HENRY   SHOOTS 

IN  the  tang  of  approaching  night  they  rode 
into  the  Police  Post  at  Medicine  Lodge. 
Malion  leapt  to  the  ground,  throwing  his 
rein  loose,  and  spoke  a  few  whispered 
words  to  a  uniformed  figure  watching  from 
the  doorway.  Then  he  motioned  to  the 
half-breed,  and  the  three  entered  the  one 
large   room. 

Sergeant  Denton,  tall  and  wiry,  seemingly 
little  older  than  Mahon,  but  wearing  his 
stripes  with  quiet  dignity,  turned  to  his  com- 
rade with  a  satisfied  smile. 

"  Well,  I  hope  the  Inspector  will  be  satisfied. 
Mahon's  eyes  gleamed.     "  Got  the  rustlers  ?  " 
The  stin^';  of  jealousy  brought  a  shght  flush 

to  his  clieek.  ,  .      ,  ,, 

"  Dutch  Henry  !  "  Denton  explained  proudly. 
Blue  Peter's  chair  creaked. 
"  You  knew  him  ?  "    Denton's  question  was 

a  command.  ,  , ,       n 

"  Too   damn  well.     Wasn  t  wot  >nih  d  call 

a  pus'nal  friend— not  at  the  last.  Knew  him 

better  once — worked  with  'im.   .    .  .   Th'  only 

man  I  ever  hed  a  sneakin'  fear  of.  Ef  yuh've 
got  bim— but  gor-swizzle !  I  don'  beUeve 
it." 
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Denton  only  smiled. 

"  Blakey's  luck,"  he  told  Mahon.  "  The 
cuss  was  unloading  two  cars  of  stolen  horses 
at  Dunmore  to  feed  them — on  their  way  to 
Winnipeg — imder  our  very  noses.  Blakey  recog- 
nized him  and  got  the  drop  through  his  pocket. 
Dutch  threw  up  his  hands  quick  enough — he 
knew  we  had  orders  to  shoot." 

"  Don'  know  that  I  blame  'im,"  smiled  the 
half-breed.  "  Funny  feehn'  them  clothes  give 
a  felluli.  .  .  .  But  yer  not  through  with  Dutch 
Henry  yet — not  ef  I  know  'im — an'  I  jes' 
about  ought  tuh." 

They  spent  the  night  in  the  solitary  room 
together,  but  not  as  police  and  prisoner.  Mahon 
felt  certain  the  half-breed  would  not  try  to 
escape.  "  I  beUeve,"  he  said  to  Denton,  "  that, 
short  of  putting  him  in  irons,  he  could  get  away 
nearly  any  time  he  wanted  to.  And  we've 
no  excuse  for  arresting  him."  Denton  Ustened 
— and  locked  the  three  horses  in  the  corral. 
Very  early  next  morning  they  were  saddUng 
up  for  Medicine  Hat  when  the  telephone  rang 
and  Denton  went  to  answer  it.  Mahon  could 
hear  his  voice,  excited  and  abrupt.  "  Yes, 
sir,"  he  was  sa>ing  ;  and  Mahon  knew  the 
Inspector  was  on  the  other  end. 

The  Sergeant,  with  one  arm  thrust  into 
his  tunic,  threw  open  the  door. 

"  He's  escaped  !  "  he  shouted.  "  Broke  out 
the  bars  in  that  rotten  cell.  He'll  sure  make 
for  the  hills.  Blakey's  out  already.  Thornton 
and  Priest  are  coming.  There's  just  a  chance 
we  can  head  him  off." 

Mahon    looked    at    Blue    Pete.     The    half- 
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breed  was  lolling  c.n  his  pinto,  cowboy  fashion. 

"  Oh    don'  mind  me,"  he  urged.        U)  rig 
along    with   yer   kilhn'.     I'll   come    along    ai 

sec  the  fun. 

Denton  caught  the  sound  of  a  chuckle  and 
looked   up  from  tightening  his  spurs      "  Vou 
did  know  Diitcli  Henry  too  damn  well— how 
well  we'i^  find  out  when  we  get  through  this.  .  . 
W' ■       ^00   busv   now   to   bother   with    you. 
He   disappeared   and   returned   with   his  nlle, 
working  the  mechanism  as  he  ran  to  the  corral. 
"  Take  the  west,"  he  ordered  Mahon.        Make 
for  the  end  of  the  Hills  until  Corporal  Blakey 
comes      Tell  him  to  ride  round  to  the  south 
and  you  keep  close  to  the  northern  edge  east- 
ward until  you  see  me.^^  I'm  going  east.     Two 
shots— you're  wanted."  •  ,  .  •  ^ 

He  was  off  in  the  early  lignt,  straight  into 
the  sun,  and  Mahon  turned  his  back  on  the 
half-breed  and  tore  to  the  south-west.  Five 
minutes  later  he  glanced  back— to  find  Blue 
Pete  riding  easily  a  hundred  yards  behind. 
The   half-breed   waved,  and  something  about 

it  pleased  him.  . 

He  was  not  urging  Mars.  There  might  be 
much  riding  yet  before  rest,  but  it  surprised 
him  as  he  looked  back  now  and  then  how 
easily  the  pinto  maintained  its  position.  She 
even  came  alongside,  and  together  they  let 
the  eager  horses  cut  down  the  miles  towards 
the  ever-growing  fine  that  marked  the  Hills. 
Suddenly  Blue  Pete's  head  went  up  and 
the   pinto' wheeled   on   her   hind   legs   before 

Mahon  could  stop.  ,    ir  u      a 

•'  Yer  wanted  !  "  shouted  the  half-breed. 
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The  pinto,  lying  so  low  in  her  stride  that 
her  rider  seemed  to  be  running  on  the  ground, 
was  already  away  to  the  east,  and  \Iahon, 
though  he  had  not  heard  the  signai,  trusted 
the  half-breed's  ears  and  followed.  There  was 
no  need  for  spurs,  for  Mars'  ears  were  back, 
but  when  Mahon  saw  with  irritation  how 
slowly  he  cut  down  the  pinto's  lead,  he  applied 
them  once  mercilessly.  Mars  quivered,  stretched 
out  his  head,  and,  desperately  running,  was 
presently  head  to  head  with  his  new  friend. 
But  he  could  get  no  further,  and  Blue  Pete 
glanced  from  horse  to  horse  with  a  grin. 

The  next  rille  shots  Mahon  heard  distinctly, 
aware  on  the  instant  where  they  came  from. 
Not  far  ahead,  in  a  deep  coulee,'  with  a  draw 
running  up  to  the  prairie,  was  the  remains 
of  an  old  shack  probably  erected  years  ago 
as  a  centre  for  roundups  ;  now  it'  was  used 
only  by  belated  travellers  caught  on  the 
prairie  by  sudden  nightfall  or  winter  storms. 
Hp    ^rd    freqiiently   slept    there   himself. 

In  an  angle  of  the  hollow  out  of  sight  of  the 
shack  they  came  on  Sergeant  Denton. 

"  He's  in  there  !  "  The  Sergeant  was  chang- 
ing his  revolver  from  holster  to  belt.  "  I 
wondered  if  you'd  hear."  Then  with  a  jerk  of 
his  tunic— the  official  touch— he  started  forward. 

Mahon  followed,  but  Denton  waved  him 
back.     "  I'll  go  alone  ;    he's  shoo*-ing." 

The  other  bit  his  lip.  Ever  since  he  had 
been  in  the  Force  he  had  longed  to  be  in  on 
some  big  capture  hke  this.  But  he  had  no 
thought  of  disobeying. 

The   Sergeant   moved   out   into    the   draw. 
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\  rifle  shot  split  the  silence,  and  Mahon  heard 
it   whistle   li  the   bullet.     Blue   Pete   h.ssed 
through    his    teeth    and    unfastened    his    ntle 
from  the  saddle. 

Denton  did  not  hesitate.  , 

A  furious  voice  challenged  him.        I  wont 
shoot  to  miss  a  second  time. 

"Don't    be    a    fool     Dutch    Henry.     You  11 
only    make    '^  worse  for  yourself.       And  the 

''''^'"  be  U"n.  I  tell  you."  snarled  the 

"""""^Y^u'll  be  taken  all  the  more  certainly 
if  you  shoot-only  for  worse  than  rusthng 
Nobody  ever  escaped   us   long   for   that,   you 

'^M^hou    knew    Denton   was   talking    against 
tiine.     Another   bullet    whistled    past,    and    a 

t^e  Pe^  was^a^  the  Sergea^^^ 

^•TLrdon't  k'L^orDSd.y-an:  afterVm 
thrS  shots  I  ain't  sure  I  know  'im  myself 
'''S^nton  was  withm  fifteen  Y-^^lJ'^ 
shack  when  a  fiercely  ominous  oath  came  from 
t  Too  late  the  hah^-breed  shouted  a  warning^ 
With  the  report  of  Dutch  Henry  s  rifle  Denton 
stra  gh  ened^  leaped  ahead,  halted  toltenngly 
placed  both  hands  to  his  hip.  and  with  a  stifled 

^^Mahon^'  his  eyes  blazing,  was  striding   for- 
ward wh^n  bands  of  steel  settled  on  him  from 
behfnd    and    he    felt    himself    lifted    from    Ins 
feet      With  a  furious    movement  he  iw.-.-.^a 
and  looked  into  a  pair  of  crooked  e>  es  in  a 
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brown    face.     Striking    out    madly,    the    two 

men  rolled  over  and  over.     At  last  the  half- 

.ri  "^^^laged  to  speak  through  panting  hps. 

Yuh  a  make  a  fine  corpse,  you  wud.     D'yuh 

think  Dutchy  vvudn't  do  the  same  to  you  ?  " 

Though  he  knew  the  warning  was  justified. 

Mahon  contmued  to  struggle  for  several  seconds. 

^^  .  u   M,"^     ^^     Sergeant's     wounded— and 
Dutchy '11  escape." 

"  He'll  escape  a  damn  sight  easier  when  he's 

P".^  ^,,  ""^.^  ^"  yo^-     I'll  get  him— the  Sergeant." 

Ihis  is  my  job."  Mahon  threw  off  the 
restraining  hands.  "We  don't  let  strangers 
nsk  their  hves  when  there's  work  like  this" 

I  ve  some  chance.  I  don'  believe  Dutchy'll 
slioot  me.  It  jes'  seems  to  me  your  work  is 
Dutchy,    not    the    Sergeant." 

Blue  Pete  wrlked  to  the  pinto  and  patted 
her  nose,  while  Mahon  leaned  forward  where 
he  could  see  the  wounded  Sergeant.  Denton 
was  on  his  knees,  tremblingly  strugghng  to 
advance.  His  left  leg  moved,  but  the  right 
hung  hmp  and  a  trickle  of  blood  was  dripping 
from  the  stained  breeches.  With  a  groan  he 
sank  on  his  face,  still  clawing  forward  by  the 
grass.  -^ 

fl  ^!i  ^^f^'^^.  ^"  "^^^  ^^^^"t-  Great  tears 
flooded  Mahon's  eyes.  Oh,  for  one  of  his 
cnmrades  to  keep  watch  on  Dutch  Henry 
that  he  might  attend  to  the  Sergeant !     But 

duty  "^^^  "^^^  ■  ^"^^""^  ^''''^  "^^  ^'"^ 

Denton  raised  his  head  and  saw  him  "  Don't 
come  111  here.  Never— nund  me.  But  don't 
it-*-     -m — escape." 
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Mahon  crept  up  to  the  level  where  he  coukl 
watch  the  shack  and  waited,  rifle  ready,  while 
he  made  his  plans.  And  Blue  Pete  hngenng 
long  enough  to  whisper  to  the  pinto,  struck  into 
the  draw  without  his  rifle. 
"  Dutchy  !  " 
A  voice  tense  wdth  surprise  replied  from  the 

"  Blue  Pete  !     You-  !     Don't  you  butt  into 
this   or  there's  sure  one  for  yow."   ^      ,  ,  •   , 

The  half-breed  laughed.  "I  am  t  takm 
no  chances  with  you,  Dutchy  I  am  t  no 
crazv  iigger.  We  know  each  other  too  well 
to  think  either  of  us  is  fools.  AU  I  want  is  the 
Mountie.  Yuh  missed  wu.s  that  time  than 
th'others.  Dutchy.  An  inch  makes  a  hell  ot  a 
diffrunce  in  the  hip.  It's  a  dirty  murder 
t'ave  on  yer  hands.' 

"Drop  that  pistol,"  came  the  order  rom 
the  shack.     "  I  know  your  shot  too  weU     o 

risk  it    Pete 

The 'half-breed,  scoffing,  took  his  revolver 
from  his  pocket  and  placed  it  on  the  ground. 
"Guilty  conscience,  Dutchy.  Even  a  win- 
dow's safe  at  eighty  yards.'' 

The  wounded  Sergeant  raised  his  head.      bena 

the  half-breed  for  help.   Mahori.     he  ordered. 

"  And  don't  let  the  devil  get  away. 

He's-got    me -I    guess."     With    a   groan   he 

dropped   and   lay   motionless. 

Blue  Pete  hurried  to  him. 

"  Hell  Dutchv  !  "  he  stormed.         W  y  didn  t 

yuh  pb'.^  'im  in  the  heart,  'stead  o   murdering 

''■^•I'lrto'stoplnm,    Pete."    There   was 
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apology  and  fear  in  Dutch  'lenry's  voice 
'  I  knovy  these  fellows.  I  gu.  .s  I  got  him 
higher  than  I  intended,  but  I  can't  take 
chances     That's  straight."    His  voice  hardened 

And  I  ve  got  a  bead  on  vou,  Pete  You 
aren't  going  for  that  help,  are  you  ?  " 

"This  ain't  my  row."  growled  the  half- 
breed.  But  ef  yuh've  did  for  him,  look  out 
ter   me.    Dutchy.     Thar    wasn't    no    need    fer 

^^'"  J?,V^  ^  "^  ""^  S°"^'  ^°  s^oP  you  till  then." 
1 11    take   your   word." 

"Yuh've   had    to     manys    a   time— though 

we  never  was  over-sweet  on  each  other " 

He  raised  his  head,  listening. 

Dutch  Henry,  too.  heard.  From  the  prairie 
above  came  the  sound  of  furious  riding.  "  I'll 
shoot  to  kill  every  Mountie  I  see  now  "  he 
snarled.     "  Let    'em    all    come  !  " 

Mahon,  lying  flat  on  the  prairie,  turned  to 
the  approaching  rider  hopefully.  Then  he  ex- 
claimed under  his  breath  and  sUd  back  into  the 
coulee. 

Dovvn  the  slope  a  girl  careered  madly,  her 
dark  hair,  broken  loose  in  the  wind  hanging 
in  one  long  curl  on  her  neck.  One  foot  had 
ost  the  stirrup,  but  she  clung  with  hands  and 
knees.  Through  her  tender  skin  spots  of  vivid 
red  showed  in  her  cheeks,  and  a  fearful  anxiety 
—almost  horror — stared  from   her  eyes. 

As  she  pulled  up.  Mahon  seized  her  in  his 
arms  and  forcibly  lifted  her  from  the  saddle 

For  God's   sake   keep   down.   Miss   Parsons. 
1  lie    Sergeants    in    there    terribly    wounded 
Dutch   Henry  did   it." 

She  tore  herself  from  him  and  pushed  the 
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curl  under  her  Stetson.     "And  you  stay    out 

''  That's  not  fair.  Miss  Parsons."  His  cheeks 
were  red  as  hers.  "  This  is  not  the  man— 
only  the  Pohceman.  My  duty  is  to  get  Dutch 
Henry.     I'm  forced  to  choose  the  harder  thmg. 

The  Sergeant " 

"I  know— yes,  I  know,"  she  mterrupted. 
"  It's  the  soulless  Force  that  nmst  ?;et  the 
criminal  whatever  happens  to  the  Pohceman. 
I'm  sorry  I  hinted  at— at  other  thmgs ;  1 
should   know   you   better."       ,      ,    ^     ,  , 

Before  he  could  interpose  she  had  stepped 
out  into  the  draw  towards  the  shack,  hall 
running.       He  rushed  after  her. 

"  Miss  Parsons— Helen  1  "  , 

She  turned  at  the  last  word,  full  m  view  of 
the  shack,  and  stopped  him  in  mid  rush. 

'•  Constable  Mahon,"  she  reminded  him,  you 
have  a  duty  elsewhere.     Would  you  dishonour 

the  Force  ? For  a  woman  ?  '    she 

added  as  he  came  on. 

Mahon  retired  abashed.  Not  for  his  wounded 
comrade,  but  for  a  woman  he  had  almost 
broken  the  rule  of  the  Force.  That  he  had 
for  seconds  been  in  deadly  penl,  and  that  she 
had  deliberately  kept  b.er  body  between  him 
and  the  shack,  did  not  occur  to  him.  But 
this  time  he  chose  a  spot  where  he  could  watch 
both  the  shack  and  the  unconscious  Serjeant. 
The  girl  approached  the  half-breed  wher(  he 
sat  nursing  Denton's  head.  Blue  Pete  staring 
at  her      Then  he  glanced  at  the  shack. 

"  Dutchy,"  he  sneered,  "here's  yer  chance 
fer  glory.     Shoot  now,  yuh  c'yute  !  " 
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"Outchy  did  not  shoot.  The  girl  swiftlv 
.1  the  extent  of  the  wound.  "  Your 
Blue  Pete  drew  it  and  opened  the 
and  in  two  steady,  strong-wristed  sweeps 
she  cut  away  the  breeches.  "  Your  hand- 
kerchief—all you  have !  " 

Blue  Pete,  confused,  saw  her  draw  two  from 
her  own  pockets.  "  Ain't  got  none— 'cept  this." 
He  pointed  to  the  dirty  neckerchief. 

With  flaming  face  she  ran  to  a  cluster  of 
choke  cherries,  the  half-breed  instinctively  look- 
ing away,  and  in  a  moment  she  was  beside 
him.  still  flushing,  a  bundle  of  white  in  her  hand. 

"  We'd  better  carry  him  back  where  Con- 
stable Mahon  can  help,"  she  ordered. 

With  infinite  care,  with  a  tenderness  in- 
credible in  one  so  rough,  the  half-breed  raised 
the  Sergeant's  shoulders  while  she  lifted  his 
feet.  Denton,  roused  by  the  movement,  made 
not  a  sound,  but  his  hps  were  drawn  between 
his  teeth   in  a  blue  line. 

Mahon  joined  them  and  together  they  bound 
up  the  wound  as  best  they  could,  the  outlaw 
for  the  moment  forgotten.  Blue  Pete  left 
them  once  and  crept  up  to  look  out  over  the 
prairie,  returning  without  a  word.  The  Ser- 
geant   opened    his    eyes. 

"  Perhaps  it's  not  so  bad  as  it  looks,"  he 
whispered  through  clenched  teeth,  as  he  saw 
the  pity  in  Mahon 's  face.  "  Send  the  half- 
breed  for  help.  Telephone  from  the  Lodge. 
Doctor  Smith  will  come  in  his  car.     But  don't 

—let  that  hound— escape I'll  be  all 

right  till   the  doctor  comes." 
"You'U     hev     to      stay,"     the     half-breed 
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whispered.  "  I  won't  g  t  the  Police— but  I 
can  the  doctor.  Lend  me  yer  horse.  Mine's 
had  three  days  of  it." 

As  the  thunder  of  hoofs  dimmed  away, 
Mahon  turned  to  the  girl,  who  held  her  face 
low    over    the    Sergeant. 

"  Tell    me,    He — Miss    Parsons,    what- — " 

Denton's  face  twisted  in  a  spasm  of  pain. 

"Don't  mind  me,"  he  whispered.  "I'm  all 
right.     Keep  an  eye  on  Dutch  Henry." 

Mahon 's  wits  returned.  He  crept  out  to  the 
draw  and  carefully  looked  over  until  he  could 
see  the  shack.  Neither  sound  nor  movement 
betrayed  the  presence  of  the  outlaw,  and  after 
watching  for  minutes  he  returned  anxiously 
to  the  Sergeant. 

"  I'm   going   round,"   he   told   him. 

"  Careful,"  warned  Denton  weakly.  "  Shoot 
on  sight — if  he's  going  to  escape.  Don't  take 
— chances." 

Mahon  glanced  at  the  girl  and  found  her 
eyes  fixed  on  him.  But  she  dropped  them 
instantly. 

"  Don't  take  chances,"  she  repeated,  without 
raising  her  head.  "  Hadn't  you  better  wait 
till  help  comes  ?  You're — you're  leaving  me 
alone — and  I  don't  like  the  blood  .^  ....  One 
to  nurse  is  enough  for  one  day." 

"  I  have  had  one  reminder  of  ray  duty," 
he  replied,   and  left  her. 

On  the  prairie  behind  the  shack  he  could 
see  or  hear  nothing,  and  he  watched  impatiently 
for  almost  an  hour,  creeping  hurriedly  back 
twice  to  where  the  Sergeant  lay,  his  head  on  the 
girl's  knee. 
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"  Is    he    there    yet  ?  "    inquired    Denton. 

Mahon  nodded. 

"  Have  you   seen  him—  do   you   know  ?  " 

Mahon  returned  to  his  vigil,   worried. 

"  I'm  going  to  work  in  under  what  cover  I 
can,"  he  told  the  Sergeant  on  his  next  llying 
visit. 

"  How  long  have  I  been  here  ?  "  And  wlien 
they  told  him  he  tried  to  raise  himself.  "  Alake 
sure  of  him,  Mahon,  hurry  !  Put  my  ritie 
near  me— and  I'll  watch  the  draw." 

Helen,  without  a  word,  took  Denton's  rifle 
herself. 

He  ran  along  the  coulee,  circled  out  on  the 
prairie,  squirmed  his  way  down  an  old  buffalo 
trail  from  the  other  side,  and  for  a  minute 
lay  within  ten  yards  of  the  shack.  Then  he 
charged  down  the  slope  with  drawn  revolver. 
But  even  as  he  rounded  the  corn-r  he  knew  the 
outlaw  was  gone.  W'ith  a  cry  of  baflled  furv 
he  aw  by  the  tracks  about  the  door  ihat 
Dutch  Henry's  horse  had  been  there  in  the 
shack  with  him— and  the  tracks  left  as  well 
as  entered.  Mahon  ran  up  where  he  could 
scan  the  prairie,  and  shook  his  fi>t  impotently 
at  the  Hills,  for  any  hiding  place  was  too  far 
towards  safety  lor  him  to  hope  to  overtake  the 
outlaw.  Only  then  did  he  read  the  meaning 
of  Blue  Pete's  hasty  departure  in  the  midst 
of  the  dressing— when  he  himself  was  too 
shocked  w  th  the  wound  to  th  nk  of  anything 
else.  That  was  when  Dutch  Henry  had 
escaped. 

To    the   north    he   could   see   the   car   from 
Med  cine  Hat  tearing  along,  and  when  it  started 
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to  bump  across  the  prairie  from  the  trail  he 
returned  sadly  to  the  vSergeant. 
"  Gone  !  "   he  burst  out  bitterly. 
Denton's  lips  formed   into   an  exclamation, 
but   his  face   went   suddenly   ghastly   and   he 
fainted.     The  car   whirled   dangerously   round 
the  angle  and  drew  up,  the  half-breed  following 
on  I^Iars.     As  the  doctor  deftly  worked  at  tht 
wound,  Blue  Pete  whispered  to  Mahon. 
"  He's  clear  away,   you   know.  " 
"  You    heard    him,    Pete  ?  " 
"  I'm    not    the    Police." 
"  And  you'd  let  him  escape— after  that ! 
The  tone  was  as  much  hurt  as  angry,  and  the 
half-breed   hung   his   head. 

"  It  was  a  dirty  shot.     I've  warned  mi  wot  s 

comin'   to   'im   ef   the   Sergeaat   dies.     Thar's 

only  one  in  these  parts  kin  out-shoot  Dutchy." 

They  lifted  the  suffering  Sergeant  into    the 

car.     Consciousness  had  returned. 

"  The  Hills,"  he  muttered,  pointing  to  the 
south.  "  Priest  and  Blakey— there  now."  And 
his  eyes  closed.  ^^ 

Alahon  threw  himself  into  the  saddle.  Go 
with  the  car,"  he  ordered  the  half-breed. 
And  to  the  doctor  :  "  Take  him  to  the  barracks 
and  tell  the  Inspector  I'll  call  him  up  when 
I  get  to  a  telephone.  I'll  be  south  of  the  Hills.' 
The  half-breed  followed  him  with  his  eyes 
as  he  galloped  away.  "  It's  a  howlin'  shame," 
he  growled,  "  t'ave  to  shoot  you  felluhs 

Ef   he   croaks — count   on   me." 


CHAPTER    IV 


THE   STEER   WITH   MANY   BRANDS 


AT  Police  headquarters  in   Medicine   Hat 
Blue  Pete  announced  himself    to  In- 
spector  Barker   by   simply     opening 
the  door  of  his  office  without   knock- 
ing.    The   Inspector   was   seated   at   his   desk 
staring  thouglitfully  through  the  window,  and 
at  the  unheard  of  impertinence  turned  angrily. 

"  Who  in   hell  are  you  ?  " 

"  The  Ser!:;eant's  here — over  in  the  hospital." 
In  his  subtle  way  the  half-breed  solved  the 
situation. 

The  Inspector  raised  himself  by  the  arm  of 
his  chair.  He  was  a  man  of  no  great  height, 
but  of  a  girth  that  told  on  his  mounts  in  these 
later  years.  Also  his  movements  were  getting 
a  bit  stiff  for  one  who  had  made  a  n-^me  for 
himself  for  activity  in  his  younger  days.  There 
remained,  however,  the  old  keen  mind,  and  the 
will  that  for  a  surprising  length  of  time  could 
conquer  on  necessity  the  handicap  of  advancing 
age- 

"  Mitchell !  "  he  called.  .\  Constable  entered 
from  the  yard.  "I'm  going  to  the  hospital. 
The  half  breed's  staying  here  till  I  return/' 
No  waste  words,  no  hes'tation. 

In  half  an  hour  he  was  baci- . 
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"  Now,"  he  said  abruptly.  "  you  know  Dutch 

Henry." 

Blue  Pete  continued  to  examine  a  hat  rack 
made  by  the  Indians  from  buffalo  hoins. 

"  I  said,  you  know  Dutch  Henry,"  repeated 
the   Inspector   sharply. 

"  I  heerd  yuh  the  fus'  time." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  answer  ?  " 

"  Yuh  ain't  ast  anythin'  that  I  heerd." 

The  veins  in  the  Inspector's  forehead  swelled. 
"  Sit  down  1  "   he  thundered. 

"  Sure,  boss.  I'd  a  did  it  sooner  ef  yuh'd 
ast."  He  settled  himself  astride  the  only 
vacant  chair. 

The  Inspector  glared  at  him,  but  his  mmd 
was  working  rapidly.  Twice  bis  lips  parted 
and  shut,  and  he  got  to  his  feet  and  paced 
the  floor,  pausing  at  the  end  of  each  round  to 
study  the  half-breed,  whose  attention  seemed 
to  be  confined  to  a  pouch  of  tobacco  half 
spilled  on  the  desk  blotter.  At  the  end  of  a 
turn  the  Inspector  found  him  straining 
across  the  desk  to  whiff  the  fragrant  odour. 
Blue  Pete  looked  up  guiltily. 

"  Gad,  boss,  ef  yuh  only  knowed  the  ages 
since  I  hed  a  smoke,  yuh  wudn't  be  so  gor- 
swizzled   temptin'    with   the   stuff." 

The  Inspector's  eyes  twinkled  as  he  pushed 
the  pouch  over.  The  half-breed  drew  from  his 
belt  a  blackened  corn-cob  pipe  and  hungrily 
filled  it,  the  Inspector  doing  the  same  with  his 
old  briar,  holding  his  own  match  to  the  corn- 
cob. 

"  Thar,  yuh  kin  git  it  off  yer  chest,'  sighed 
Blue  Pete,  watching  the  trail  of  smoke  lazily 
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climbing  upward.  "  D'yuh  want  to  toll  me 
I  look  like  a  felluh  that's  bin  in  the  cooler — ur 
oughtuh  be  ?  I've  been  lucky,  that's  all. 
Yuh  see,  I'm  a  fairish  shot,  an'  Whiskers  n' 
me  kin  cover  a  lot  of  ground  when  the  shootin' 

ain't  good That's  how  we're   here. 

Yer  man  picked  us  up  'fore  we  could  kick 
up  much  row  this  side  o'  the  border.  But 
gi'me  time,  gi'me  time  !  " 

The   Inspector   was   eyeing   him   intently. 

"  Never  mind  what  you  used  to  be,"  he 
said. 

"  Same    here.     I    don't    ask    no    questions 

'bout  your  past  either But  yer  not 

sat.sfied.     Spit  it  out." 

With  one  of  his  sudden  decisions  the  In- 
spector made  for  the  door,  nodding  to  Blue 
Pete  to  follow.  The  half-breed  examined  his 
pipe  and  glanced  longingly  at  the  pouch. 
The  Pohceman  reached  to  a  shelf  above  the 
door  and  tossed  over  an  unbroken  package  of 
tobacco,  which  the  half-breed  caught,  too 
surprised  to  speak. 

They  pas-ed  across  the  barracks-yard,  round 
the  end  of  the  stable,  and  halted  before  a  strong 
corral  with  a  padlocked  gate,  which  the  In- 
spector opened  with  a  key  from  his  pocket. 
Inside  was  but  one  starved  looking  steer, 
its  head  thrust  ravenously  into  a  pile  of  hay, 
its  tail  twitching  with  satisfaction.  Blue  Pete's 
eyes  ran  over  it. 

"  'Bout  five  years  oughtuh  make  it  fit  fer 
the  market,"  he  chuckled,  " — unless  yer  goin' 
to  work  it." 

"  Brought  it  in  two  days  ago,"  explained  the 
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Inspector.     "  Pretty    near   on    its   last    legs,    I 

guess."  .   , 

"  Ynh  shufl  hope  it's  the  last  o'  thcin  kin 
o'  legs,  ur  it'll  sure  hev  a  lu-ll  of  a  hfe."     His 
own    joke    brought    the    soundless     laughter. 

"  Stray  .-'  "  .    •        u     i 

The  Inspector  merely  shrugged  its  shoul- 
ders. 

"  Better  on  the  ranges." 

"  Better  for  a  certain  rancher,  I  believe. 
He'd  give  a  whole  herd  to  knov  that  steer  was 
loose  again." 

He  led  to  the  other  side  of  the  beast  and 
pointed  to  an  unintelligible  mass  of  brands. 
The  half-breed  nodded  significantly  and  stooped 

to  the  tangle.  ..  .n^     ^  a 

"  Looks  like  HM,"  he  muttered.         lended 

to  look  like  HM.  what's  more."     He  stepped 

back    and    examined    the    flank    with    tilted 

head.     "  But  'tain't Purty  fair  job 

fer  a  mess  like  that Two  ole  brands 

One  new  one Only  one  vent. 

That   critter's    did    some    movin'    in    his   day 

An'  the  vent's  'bout  a  year  an'  'alf 

old,"    he    added,    bending    closer. 

The  Inspector  s  pipe  was  out.  "  What  was 
the   last   brand   before   the   new   one  ?  " 

Blue  Pete  plucked  tli€  skin  between  finger 
and    thumb    and    let    it    flip    back    suddenly, 
smoothed    it    out,    stretched    it,    pinched    it 
The  steer,  busy  stufiing  itself,  merely   flicked 

its  tail.  ,  ,     J  J 

"  Real  niftv  bit  o'  work,'  he  applauded. 
"  Felluh  did  that's  makin'  money  easy— an 
quick." 
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Wetting  the  blade  of  a  large  cla^pknife  on 
his  chaps,  he  carefully  shaved  ajjout  the 
brand  and  fell  to  plucking  and  pinching  again, 
and  the  Inspector  could  see  the  rapid  play  of 
shades.  Blue  Pete  closed  his  eyes  and  felt 
slowly  over  the  brands. 

"  8-inverted-A,"  he  announced,  and  closed 
•lis  knife. 

A  flash  of  triumph  lit  the  Inspector's  face. 
"  Sure  ?  " 

Blue  Pete  blinked.  "  Neve/  cud  lie  wuth 
a  cent.  Knowed  it  from  the  fust.  Was  tryin' 
to  make  yuh  see  it  yerself.  I'.f  yuh  don't 
believe  me,  kill  it  an'  soak  the  hide.  A  tender- 
foot cud  see  it  then.  I've  knowed  the  game  too 
long "    he    stopped    in    embarrassment. 

"  Would   you   swear  to   it  ?  " 

"  I  ain't  swearin'  to  nothin',  see  ?  "  replied 
the  half-breed  suspiciously.  "  Ef  yuh  don't 
take  my  word  yuh'd  be  a  damn  fool  to  take  my 

oath But  ef  yuhVc  any  brands  yuh 

think  kin  fool  me,  trot  'em  out.  Ef  I  don' 
know  brand-  I  don'  know  nothin'.     Cud  give 

that    felluh    p'inters "     He    puckered    his 

lips  into  a  little  whistle  and  rubbed  his  chin 
sheepishly.  "  Trouble  with  me,  boss,"  he 
grinned,  "  is  I  talk  too  easy." 

The  Inspe-^tor  was  studying  him.  "  Come 
inside,"    he   ordered. 

As  he  followed  across  the  yard,  the  half- 
breed  looked  swiftly  about  on  the  ciitbanks 
surrounding  the  town.  Then  he  laughed  and 
entered  the  barracks,  and  the  door  of  the 
inner  office  closed  behind  him. 


CHAPTER   V 

HEI.EN    PARSONS,    MARKS  WOMAN,    AT    HOME 

CONSTABLE  MAHON,  after  three  days 
of  almost  sleepless  guard  about  the 
hills,  reported  to  Headquarters. 
"  What  are  you  doing  with  Blue 
Pete,  sir  ?  "  he  made  bold  to  inquire  of  the 
Inspector. 

"  Since  when  did  I  make  reports  to  you  ?  '' 

"  I  was  only  interested,  sir,  that's  all," 
replied  Mahon,  choking  back  his  anger.  "I 
kind  of  took  to  him.     Seemed  straight  to  me." 

Inspector    Barker    laughed.     "  Never    mind 

about  Blue  Pete He's  straight  as  a 

string— if  you  know  how  crooked  a  string  can 
be  when  you  wish.  An3i;hing  doing  out  by  the 
Hills— any  fresh  traces  of  rustling  ?  " 

"  Nothing  since   I   spoke   over   the   'phone, 

sir But  I  believe  the  last  lot's  still 

in  the  Hills.  Not  a  track  can  we  find  to  the 
south— and  I  seem  to  feel,  every  time  I  get  in 
among  the  trees,  that  there's  much  In  there 
it  would  be  well  for  us  to  know.     I  wish " 

"  Yes,  yes,  Mahon."  The  Inspector  was 
tramping  the  floor.  "  I  know  you'd  Uke  to 
take  a  fortnight  off  and  make  a  real  ex])lora- 
tion.  Man  alive  !  It  would  take  ten  men  a 
month  to  uncover  every  hiding  place  for  a  whole 
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herd  in  there.  And  I  haven't  the  staff  to  let 
even  one  take  the  time.  I've  asked  -I've 
pleaded  with  the  Superintendent  to  let  me  have 
even  two  more  men.  But  we're  short  staffed 
all  over.  Lots  we  need  we're  not  getting. 
I  told  Headquarters  that  cell  wasn't  safe — 
and  to  th?nk  it  was  Dutch  Henry  proved  me 
right !  I  tell  you,  boy,  I  can't  spare  you. 
We've  just  got  to  do  our  work  outside  the  Hills. 
They  can't  get  away  without  crossing  ten  miles 

of  open  to  the  south And  yet 

and  yet  I  can't  keep  you  down  there  either. 
.  .  .  .  .I'll  promise  you  this  :  if  the  rustling 
continues  you  11  have  a  free  hand  for  a  week 
or  so But  I  hope  we  won't  need  it." 

He  stopped  in  his  pacing,  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  spilled  tobacco  pouch  that  held  its  cus- 
tomary place  of  honour  on  the  blotting 
pad. 

"  By  the  way,  you'll  be  leaving  again  in  a 
couple  of  hours.  Horse  all  right,  I  suppose  ? 
Well,  make  for  the  3-bar-Y  ran±  and  bring 
Blue  Pete  in." 

"  Blue    Pete— at    Stantons' !     What- 
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"  The  3-bar-Y  ranch  is  Stantons',  I  believe," 
interrupted  the  Inspector  pointedly.  "  The 
half-breed's    working    there." 

Mahon  knew  that  in  that  half  minute  of 
thought  the  Inspector  had  come  to  one  of  his 
sudden  decisions,  and  as  usual  it  impressed 
hirn.  This  grizzled  man  planned  and  ordered 
while  the  rest  of  thern  were  wondering. 

"  On  second  thoughts  " — the  Inspector  was 
drawing  shapeless  scrolls  on  his  blotting  pad — 
"  never  mind    the    half-breed    just    now.     I'll 


4 


^Mi  MM: 


-i:^^::^ ' 


4<*         BLUE   PETE:   HALF-BREED 

let  you  know  when  I  want  him Now/' 

he  smiled,  "  trot  along  and  present  your  compli- 
ments in  town.  You've  two  hours.  If  it's 
really  serious  I  might  make  it  another  fifteen 

minutes She's  a  nice  girl— and  don't 

you  forget  it." 

Mahon  passed  up  the  main  street  over  the 
railway  t^ack  idly  amused  at  the  hint  behind 
his   superior's   words.       To   be   twitted   slyly 
about  Helen  Parsons  did  not  even  make  him 
conscious,    and    the    Inspector    had    evidently 
5rielded  to  the  rumours  in  the  Force.     He  liked 
Helen— had   Uked   her   from   the   time   when, 
a  messenger  from  her  cousins,  the  Stantons, 
of  the  3-bar-Y  ranch,  he  had  first  met   this 
newcomer  to  the  confined  Hfe  of  the  prairies. 
He   hked   her    unaffected   manner,    a   dignity 
that  did  not  savour  of  stiffness,  her  acquam- 
tance  with  arts  unpractised  in  the    West,  her 
intellectual   attainments,   her   many   ways   in- 
congruous  with    the    untamed    hfe    in    which 
they    hved-*-even    her    eas>    grace    and    dark 
hair.     But    to    him    it    was    sufficient    proof 
of  entire  innocence  in  their  relationship  that 
he   had   never   more   than   mentioned   her   in 
his  weekly  letters  to  his  mother  in  England. 
It    almost    pleased    him,    in    a    careless    way, 
that  more  should  be  attached  to  their  acquam- 
tance  in  the  pubhc  mind  ;  Helen  herself  was 
too  gloriously  unaffected,  he  knew,  to  be  dis- 
turbed  by   the   gossip   that   might   reach   her 
through  the  coarse — at  least  unsubtle — hps  of 
her  prairie  friends. 

Firmly  he  beheved  that  their  mutual  attrac- 
tion lay  in  their  common  interest  in  subjects 
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not  popular  in  those  days  in  Western  Canada. 
Day  after  day  of  his  duties  threw  him  among 
men  who  thought  in  cattle  and  horses,  whose 
conversation  was  round-ups  and  brands  and 
the  prospect  of  encroaching  homesteaders,  whose 
sports  were  broncho-busting  and  wild  riding 
and  an  occasional  visit  to  town,  whose  sleep 
was  a  mental  vacuum  and  whose  work  entailed 
Httle  more.  He  had  never  been  able  to  satisfy 
himself  with  that,  proud  as  he  was  of  his  connec- 
tion with  a  Force  that  gave  a  new  value  to  the 
much  abused  word,  pohceman.  It  was  only 
natural,  then,  that  his  keenest  aaticipation 
his  greatest  pleasure,  was  the  few  hours 
he  was  able  to  spend,  during  his  infrequent 
visits  to  town,  in  the  square  frame  house  on 
the  street  overlooking  the  turbulent,  muddy 
South  Saskatchewan. 

Helen  Parsons  was  no  product  of  the  prairie. 
Only  two  years  ago  her  father  had  come  from 
Calgary,  driven  by  a  weak  throat  to  rehnquish 
an  extensive  practice  in  the  larger  city  for  the 
less  fatiguing  demands  of  a  town  that  seldom 
saw  sufficient  snow  for  sleighing  yet  basked 
in  the  healthful  ozone  and  dryness  of  elevated 
Alberta.  Helen  had  spent  the  school  terms 
East,  so  that  when  change  of  v^nue  failed  to 
counteract  her  father's  affliction,  and  the 
cernetery  on  the  hill  showed  a  new  stone, 
prairie  life  offered  the  orphan  more  of  the  rehef 
of  outside  interest  than  the  more  famiHar 
East.  With  an  aunt  who  had  kept  house 
for  them  since  her  mother's  death,  and  a  ser- 
vant brought  with  them  from  the  East  six 
years   before — and   with   sufficient    money   to 
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choose   her   residence — she   had   contiuued   to 
live  in  the  house  her  father  built. 

In  the  Mounted  PoUce  she  found  an  un- 
expected congeniahty.  Men  of  birth,  many  of 
them,  and  all  of  them  overflowing  with  the 
tastes  that  grow  from  education,  their  clean- 
souled  sense  of  duty  and  the  ease  with  which 
they  retained  their  wider  interest  in  hfe  and 
learning,  was  a  never-faiUng  study  to  her. 
Constable  Mahon,  the  youngster  of  the  local 
division,  was  her  first  friend  among  them. 
The  shyly  worded  invitation  to  visit  their 
ranch,  that  he  had  brought  from  the  rancher 
relatives  whose  eighteen  years  of  compara- 
tive isolation  on  the  ranges  near  the  Cypress 
Hills  had  almost  cut  them  off  from  their 
friends  back  East,  had  vividly  impressed  on 
her  his  boyishly  frank  enthusiasms  and  his 
respectful  yet  dignified  courtesies  to  her  sex. 

Not  unnaturally  she  had  noticed,  too,  the 
fair,  curly  hair  of  the  messenger,  bis  expres- 
sive face  and  clear  eye.  And  on  that  first 
memorable  visit  to  the  3-bar-Y  ranch— from 
which  she  returned  profoundly  envious  of  her 
younger  cousin  Mira — she  was  pleased  to  meet 
him  many  times  again.  In  his  frank  way  he 
had  told  her  the  story  of  the  mother  back  in 
England,  left  with  a  mite  on  which  to 
rear  a  restless  and  ambitious  young  son.  With 
the  sympathy  of  one  who  understr  )d  she  had 
followed  his  sketch  of  the  struggle  to  obtain 
the  education  his  father  had  planned  for  hun 
without  leaving  the  funds  tor  carrying  it  out. 
And  with  a  curious  eagerness  that  sometimes 
puzzled   her,   she   had   attempted   to   provide 
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him  with  some  of  the  mental  stimulus  tor  which 
she  saw  he  was  in  almost  physical  need. 

To  her,  as  to  Mahon,  their  intimacy  seemed 
nothmg  more  than  the  appeal  of  kindred 
mterests  m  the  midst  of  mental  isolation. 
Her  plentiful  leisure  she  spent  in  reading 
books  and  magazines  she  knew  he  would  enjoy 
discussing,  and  later  she  took  The  Times 
in  the  belief  that  the  best  in  him  would  be 
fostered  and  developed  by  a  continual  mental 
association  with  his  early  days  in  England. 
Always  he  visited  her  on  his  flying  trips  to 
Headquarters  ;  often  she  saw  more  of  him, 
though  seldom  alone,  while  vi'  Jting  her  cousins.' 
For  Helen  wasted  no  time  or  effort  in  seizing 
opportunities  for  emulating  the  outdoor  skill 
of  her  cousin  Mira. 

Mahon  made  straight  from  the  Inspector  for 
the  Esplanade,  on  v/hich  lived  Medicine  Hat's 
four-hundred.  The  Parsons'  house  was  almost 
the  last  on  the  street,  where  it  began  to  lose  its 
definition  before  the  free  prairie  just  over  the 
hill.  Uke  all  but  two  of  its  fellows  on  the 
street,  the  house  was  frame,  rather  gaudily 
painted  as  an  offset  to  the  drabness  of  the 
praine  and  the  insignificant  shade  cast  by  the 
civic  trees  not  yet  arrived  at  a  useful 
size. 

As  he  swuniT  the  gate  shut  behind  him  he 
fancied  he  heard  a  muflled  report  from  the 
house,  and  as  he  stood  on  the  front  step  await- 
ing admission,  the  report  came  again,  this  time 
plam  enough  to  Iiis  experienced  ears.  So  that 
when  a  grey-haired  woman,  the  aunt,  opened 
the   door,   he  stepped   inside  hurriedly. 
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"  What  was  that  ?  "  And  he  answered  him- 
self.    "  Who's   using   a   revolver  ?  " 

The  aunt  threw  her  hands  up  helplessly.  "Only 
Helen  doing  things  with  those  horrible  fire- 
arms in  the  cellar  again.  Goodness  knows 
I've  tried  to  make  her  see  that  these  things — 
shooting,  galloping  about,  and  throwing  a 
rope — aren't  accomphshments  a  lady  should 
have.     She  keeps  on " 

Mahon  made  for  the  cellar  door.  Opening 
it  noiselessly,  he  had  decended  two  steps 
when  an  explosion,  startUng  in  the  confined 
space,  made  him  stumble.  He  stooped  in- 
stinctively to  see  the  target — a  row  of  nails 
in  a  post,  IjlM'ee  of  them  driven  in  by  bullets. 
With  surpMe  his  eye  measured  the  distance  to 
the    m airwoman — ten    yards    at    least. 

"  Don't  you  know  better  by  this  time, 
auntie,  thaja  to  come  doivn  here  while  I'm 
practising  ?i'  laughed  the  girl.  "  Some  day 
you'll  fall  and  spoil  my  aim." 

"  That  \^^juld  be  a  shame,"  he  said  tersely. 

She  did  nq^kclaim  or  start,  but  the  revolver 
fell  from  hqjIBigers  with  a  clatter.  "  You  !  " 
she   murmured   in   confusion. 

"  It  would  be  impudence,"  he  said,  "  to 
remind  such  a  shot  that  dropping  a  32  on  a 
cement  floor  is  not  generally  considered  a  game 
for  girls  to  play." 

"  Both  were  accidents,"  she  laughed.  "  I 
don't  shoot  like  that  often." 

He  saw  the  marks  of  scores  of  bullets  in  the 
stone  nail.  "  Will  you  tell  me  what  it  all 
means  ?  It  is  the  newest  addition  to  the  un- 
expected." 
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She  stooped  to  collect  the  remains  of  a  box 
of  cartridges  and  kicked  the  empty  ones  under 
a  work-bench. 

"  It's  only  a  dilettante  at  another  prairie 
art,"  she  returned  hghtly.  "  I'm  jealous  of 
Mira.  But  you  may  contemplate  my  idle 
sport  without  fear.     I'll  never  make  a  shot." 

"  Your  modesty  is  unconvincing,"  he  said, 
feeling  the  ends  of  the  nails.  "  Besides  I 
have    already    seen    you    become    a  rider — " 

"  Just  so-so." 

" and    an    outdoor    girl     of     surprising 

abihty." 

She  started  up  the  steps.  "  I  don't  like 
horses,"  she  threw  down  to  him.  "  I'm  frightened 
of  firearms,  and  I'm  scared  to  death  of  cattle. 
And  there's  httle  else  in  the  West  outdoors." 

"  You  conceal  your  terrors  almost  as  well 
as  you  shoot,"  he  assured  her. 

"  I  wish,"  appealed  the  aunt,  when  they 
were  in  the  room  above,  "  that  you  could 
convince  her  how  unladylike  these  things  are." 

"  I'm  afraid,"  he  sighed,  "  that  my  word 
would  have  httle  weight.  Miss  Parsons  has 
evidently  made  up  her  mind  to  be  a  cowgirl — 
or   perhaps   she's   going   to   join   the   Police." 

The  older  woman  tittered,  and  Helen  dis- 
appeared into  the  kitchen  to  wash  her  hands. 

"  When  you  two  have  threshed  out  this 
momentous  problem,"  she  called  back,  "  per- 
haps Constable  Mahon  will  give  me  the  latest 
gossip  from  the  ranges.  The  monthly  edition 
of  the  Cj-press  Hills  social  notes  has  no  time 
to  direct  his  attention  to  events  in  a  town 
with  two  weekly  papers." 


54         BLUE  PETE  :   HALF-BREED 

They  ran  over  lightly  then  the  events  of 
town  and  prairie  of  tlie  weeks  since  he  had 
been  in  town — the  latest  industry  promised 
Medicine  Hat,  the  injury  to  a  cowboy  thrown 
from  his  horse,  a  case  of  petty  thieving  in  a 
small  farming  section  on  the  Gros  Ventre,  a 
new  railway  station  announced  for  a  mush- 
room village  establishing  itself  on  the  prairie 
three  miles  east  of  Medicine  Hat.  And  then 
she  inquired  about  Dutch  Henry.  He  found 
himself  wondering  why  the  tragic  incident  of 
only  three  days  ago  had  not  been  mentioned 
sooner. 

"  We'll  get  him  yet,"  he  fumed.  "  It  isn't 
just  a  case  of  rustling  now  ;  surely  the  Montana 
authorities  will  help  us  at  last  !  .  .  .  . 
It's  that  maze  of  hills  that  foils  us.  If  we 
only  had  force  enough  to  search  them  out 
as  we  know  the  prairie,  we  could  do  something. 
The  Inspector  has  promised  me  a  chance  some 
day — unless  we  get  them  soon." 

"  It  would  be  very  dangerous  for  a  Police- 
man to  roam  in  there  alone,  wouldn't  it  ?  " 
she  asked,  after  a  moment's  silence.  "  Even 
if  he  knew  every  foot  of  it."  And  when 
he  laughed,  she  went  on.  "  Especially  danger- 
ous now.  Dutch  Henry  and  the  other  rustlers 
know  what  is  in  store  for  them.  The^^'ll  shoot 
to  kill.  They  have  aH  the  advantage  in  the 
Hills." 

"  You  forget  the  psychology  of  the  uniform," 
he  laughed. 

She  sliook  her  hep.d.  "  It's  one  of  the  thino^ 
I  admire  most  about  the  Mounted  Police — 
and  one  of  the  easiest  to  understand,  when 
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one  knows  the  quality  of  the  personnel  and 

the  tradition  of  honour  behind  you 

Oh,  nothing  personal,"  she  added  with  a  hasty 
laugh,  as  he  bowed  acknowledgment  of  her 
comphment.  "At  any  rate,  psychology  will 
not  stop  a  bullet." 

"Were  here  to  take  risks  like  that,"  he 
smiled.  "  Cut  out  the  risks  and  most  of  us 
would  resign  to-morrow.  Anyway,  we're  going 
to  get  Dutch  Henry's  gang.  It  will  mean 
lots  of  riding — and  some  shooting,  I  suppose. 
But  the  sport  of  it— the  excitement !  " 

She  saw  the  gleam  of  anticipation  in  his 
youthful  face  and  frowned. 

"  You're  only  a  boy  yet.  No  wonder  they 
call  you  Boy  !  " 

"  Let's  hope  the  Boy  will  ride  in  some  day 
with  Dutch  Henry — or  his  scalp."  He  gathered 
up  his  Stetson  and  gauntlets.  "  I'll  have  a 
big  story  then  to  tell  you.  He'll  come  back— 
we  know  that.  Rustling,  like  gambhng,  is 
too  hard  for  most  men  to  stop.  By  the  way, 
I'll  probably  be  out  at  the  Stantons  within 
the  next  few  days.     Any  message  ?  " 

She  reflected. 

"  Tell  i\Iira."  she  said  suddenly,  "  that  I'm 
coming  out  for  a  long  visit  very  soon  .... 
in  a  day  or  two  ....  perhaps  I'll  go  to- 
morrow." 

"Helen  Parsons,"  protested  her  aunt,  "you're 
not  going  away  out  there  again  so  soon  ! 
You  never  said  a  word  about  it  to  me.  There's 
all  the " 

But  Helen  only  waved  a  laughing  hand 
and  closed  the  door  after  Mahon. 
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CHAPTER   VI 

BLUE   pete's  strategy 

IN  the  cool  brilliance  of  early  evening, 
ten  days  later,  Corporal  Mahon,  too  men- 
tally occupied  these  days  to  be  unduly 
proud  of  his  new  stripes,  rode  out  fron 
the  Post.  The  Inspector  wanted  Blue  Pete 
at  last,  and  in  a  hurry.  Something  grim  lay 
behind  it ,  and  his  errand  assumed  the  seriousness 
of  an  arrest. 

He  was  not  happy.  With  the  order  had 
come  the  depressing  news  that  Sergeant  Den- 
ton's condition  had  not  materially  improved. 
For  days  he  had  been  hovering  on  the  brink 
of  death.  The  bullet  had  not  only  shattered 
his  thigh,  but  entered  his  abdomen,  and  the 
loss  of  blood  would  have  ended  before  this 
the  career  of  any  man  with  a  less  clean  and 
wholesome  record.  The  doctors  feared  now 
that  there  was  only  one  hope,  an  operation, 
but  the  chances  of  success  were  so  remote 
as  to  postpone  it  except  to  forestall  death 
itself. 

The  grief  of  it  recalled  that  other  sorrow — 
the  escape  of  Dutch  Henry.  For  three  dajrs 
three  of  them  had  scoured  the  borders  of  the 
Hills,  and  for  ten  days  the  prairie  to  the  south 
had  been  patrolled  night  and  day,  though  eveu 
in  the  short  western  night  a  do^en  Policemen 
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could  not  be  certain  t  s.^t  the  rustler  did  not 
elude  them.  At  last  they  had  been  forced 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  outlaw  had  reached 
tlie  Badlands.  But  they  knew  he  would  return 
— they  always  did. 

Mars  moved  along  the  indefinite  trail  without 
guidance— he  had  travelled  that  way  too  often 
not  to  know  his  destination — and  presently, 
spread  below  them  in  a  valley  that  was  a 
rude  garden  in  the  surrounding  waste,  a  group 
of  ranch  houses  appeared. 

The  largest  buildmg,  unpainted,  ugly,  further 
deformed  by  the  addition  of  three  rude  lean-tos 
— the  main  rancli -house — stood  by  itself.  The 
other  shacks,  unsightly,  irregular,  were  scat- 
tered without  apparent  method.  Even  the 
four  corrals  which  filled  the  rest  of  the  valley 
were  surrounded  by  twisted,  dilapidated  fences 
that  added  to  the  ugUness  of  the  scene.  A 
slow-moving  girl,  square  and  unkempt,  was 
stripping  a  clothes-fine  near  the  ranch-house. 
Mahon  shuddered  at  the  wretchedness  of  it  all. 

And  then  the  whole  scene  altered.  The 
door  of  the  ranch-house  opened  and  another 
girl  bounded  out,  four  huge  Russian  wolf- 
hounds crowding  her  heels.  Mahon  sat  watch- 
ing her  fithe  gambols,  as  she  held  out  her 
hand  to  a  bounding  dog  and  whirled  to  inter- 
pose her  body  against  the  rush  that  followed, 
the  tinkle  of  her  heart-free  laughter  making 
even  the  lazy  servant  stop  to  look.  But  at 
sif^ht  of  the  rider  against  the  skyfine  the  girl 
stiffened.  For  a  second  or  two  she  returned 
his  ptare,  and  then  re-entered  the  ranch-house. 

Mahon's  eyes  wrinkled  in  speculation.     Many 
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a  time  he  had  been  puzzled  by  such  trivial 
happeninpjs  at  the  3-bar-Y  ranch.  He  had 
advanced  but  a  few  yards  when  a  man  emcrj^ed 
from  tlie  ranch-house  and  without  looking 
up  disappeared  into  the  second  largest  building 
fifty  yards  away.  Almost  immediately  two 
men  came  out  and  sauntered  off  towards  the 
corrals.  The  sudden  burst  of  movement  about 
the  ranch  puzzled  Mahon  the  more.  As  he 
drew  up  before  the  door  the  girl  reappeared, 
moving  out  to  him  slowly,  almost  shyly,  followed 
in  state  by  the  wolf-hounds.  Mahon  shpped 
from  his  horse,  hat  in  hand,  and  met  her 
eagerly. 

"I  was  in  hopes  you  needed  the  Pohce," 
he  bantered,  after  a  long  look  at  her  bent 
head.  "  From  where  I  was  it  had  all  the 
appearance  of  a  desperate  struggle.  I  thought 
— I  hoped  you  might  need  me." 

He  did  not  know  which  he  liked  best  in 
Mira,  these  strange  moments  of  shyness,  or 
other  moods  of  cold  and  repeUing  indifference 
which  he  sometimes  saw  in  her.  But  always 
he  succumbed  to  the  charm  of  her  beauty 
and  grace,  to  the  scarcely  admitted  evidence 
that  she  was  always  conscious  of  his  presence. 

Her  eyes  shifted  nervously  towards  the  corrals, 
but  the  woman  in  her  conquered  whatever 
was  in  her  mind,  and  her  hps  pouted  in  an 
utterly  feminine  way. 

"  The  Police  have  too  big  an  opinion  of 
theirselves,"  she  said. 

"  The  Policem.an  who  is  lucky  enough  to 
be  on  hand  when  you  really  need  him  might 
well  feel  big." 
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At  the  half -serious  thread  in  his  banter  her 
hand  dropped  to  the  ears  of  the  nearest  dog, 
which  nestled  closer  to  her  side,  nuzzling  foi 
her  caresses. 

"  I'd  rather  have  these.  I  understand  them 
better." 

"  You  give  them  more  opportunity."  He 
saw  where  he  was  drifting  and  altered  his 
tone.  "  We're  busy  enough,  but  never  too 
busy  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  few  women  on 
the  ranges." 

"  And  it  doesn't  make  no  difference — any 
difiference  who  they  are."  She  had  started 
with  an  emotion  that  unaccountably  disturbed 
him,  but  at  the  grammatical  shp  her  face 
flushed  and  the  end  came  weakly,  stammeringly. 
"  Are  you  learning — teaching  other  women, 
too,  the  right  way  to  say  things  ?  " 

He  did  not  understand  her  mood.  It  was 
one  of  his  self-imposed  duties — never  anything 
but  a  pleasure,  indeed — to  lead  her  gently  into 
forms  of  speech  that  jarred  less  on  his  sensi- 
tive ear  than  those  common  to  the  workaday 
prairie.  Part  of  her  naive  appeal  to  him  was 
her  desire  for  some  of  the  advantages  denied 
her  in  her  isolated  Hfe,  and  he  had  lent  himself 
to  it  eagerly. 

"  Helen  don't  talk  hke  I  do,"  she  had  said 
to  him  one  day.  "  I  don't  get  no  chance 
here.  There's  only  the  boys,  and  they've 
lived  here  near  all  their  hves,  and  the  cow- 
boys." 

He  had  purchased  for  her  in  town  the  books 
he  thought  she  might  need — which  she  refused 
to   use   until   he   accepted   payment — and   in 
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thdr  limited  moments  together  the  lessons 
were  continued,  without,  Mahon  hoped,  anyone 
else  knowing  of  it.  Why  the  pleasant  task  was 
shrouded  in  his  mind  with  a  strange  desire 
for  secrecy  after  the  first  few  lessons  he  could 
never  quite  work  out.  Mira  had  seemed  to 
feel  that  way,  and  he  had  fallen  in  with  it. 

He  tried  to  turn  her  remark  off  lightly. 

"  I  have  only  time  for  one,"  he  laughed. 
"  And  others  would  be  so  very  stupid  by 
comparison." 

"  There's  lots  of  other  work  for  the  Police," 
she  broke  in. 

It  was  natural  that  Dutch  Henry's  escape 
should  come  into  his  mind,  and  he  replied 
stiffly  :  "  We're  doing  the  best  we  can,  Mira. 
Don't  forget  we're  short-staffed.  I've  been 
in  the  saddle  during  the  past  two  months 
double   the   hours   expected   of    us." 

"  And  still  we've  got  to  look  after  ourselves — 
mostly  ....  But  I  suppose  there'll  always 
be  rustling  where  there's  cattle." 

Looking  down  on  her  face  hugged  in  against 
the  dogs,  he  was  sensitive  to  the  beauty  of 
her  wild  nature  as  he  had  seldom  been  before. 

"  Perhaps  some  day — when  we've  got  the 
rustlers — you'll  remember  there's  always  one 
Mounted  Policeman  at  your  call." 

She  buried  her  face  deeper  in  the  neck  of 
the  dog. 

"  These  are  my  real  friends,"  she  murmured. 
"  Ain't — aren't  you,  Jupiter,  and  you,  Neptune, 
and  Minerva,  and  Juno  ?  "  Her  hands  pass.d 
lovingly  from  one  to  the  other.  "  Pretty 
names,    ain't    they  ?     Helen    named    them — 
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something  from  old  books.  Lots  prettier  than 
I'd  give  them  first."  Her  face  was  raised 
to  his. 

The  rudeness  of  her  language  made  him 
wince ;  he  wondered,  looking  down  on  the 
beautiful  profile  and  the  curves  of  her  graceful 
figure,  if  her  conversation  could  ever  be  brought 
to  match  her  form.  This  evening  she  wore 
two  clamouring  shades  of  pink,  vivid  and 
terrible  to  him  ;  and  almost  ove/powering  as 
was  her  vitality,  there  arose  in  his  mind  un- 
bidden the  picture  of  her  gentler,  less  startling 
cousin. 

It  confused  him  when  she  went  on. 

"  Helen  is  here.  Did  you  know  ?  She's 
paying  us  a  nice  long  visit  this  time.  She's 
out  on  the  prairie  somewhere.  We  -on't  see 
very  much  of  her.  She's  learning  co  ride, 
and  shoot,  and — and  do  things — things  I  didn't 
think  a  real  lady  need  know  about.  But  she 
wants  to.  Right  after  breakfast  she's  off  to 
the  Hills  or  somewhere,  and  she's  not  often 
back  till  dark.  When  there  ain't  things  to 
do  here  I  go  with  her.  It's  lovely  in  the  Hills 
these  days,  so  cool  and  dark,  and  Helen  knows 
the  pretty  places  already." 

Mahon  recalled  his  errand. 

"  Is  Blue  Pete  around  ?  " 

She  swung  to  him  suddenly  without  answering 
for  a  moment. 

"  Don't  know.  Likely  out  on  the  range. 
Want  to  see  him  ?  Gret  !  "  The  clumsy  girl 
turned  from  the  clothes  line  and  lumbered  up. 
"See  if  Pete's  in  the  bunk-house." 

The  harshness  of  the  command  jarred  Mahon, 
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but  the  servant  did  as  she  was  bid  without 
a  word.  Two  men  came  from  the  bunk-house, 
one  the  half-breed,  the  other  tall,  spare,  with 
a  face  hard  and  weather-beaten  from  riding 
in  every  weather,  and  a  sternness  about  his 
mouth  that  seemed  to  defy  anything  like  a 
smile.  The  latter  strode  forward  in  long,  firm 
steps,  the  grimness  of  him  accentuated  by 
the  tightly  buttoned  collarless  shirt. 

"  Hello,  Joe — Pete  !  Everybody  taking  a 
holiday  ?  " 

Joe  Stanton's  lips  twitched  in  what  was 
to  him  probably  a  smile.  "  Did  you  hope 
there'd  be  only  women  about  the  place  ?  " 

The  crude  suggestion   angered   Mahon. 

"  From  what  Mira  hinted  I  thought  you'd 
surely  be  out  doing  the  work  the  Police  have 
failed  at — guarding  your  herds." 

Joe  Stanton  glanced  quickly  at  Mira,  who 
laughed  awkwardly.  The  half-breed  was  watch- 
ing furtively.  And  Mahon  had  that  old  sense 
of  mystery  that  irritated  while  it  puzzled 
him. 

"  We're  hoping  for  a  new  man  on  the  division 
soon,"  he  went  on.  "  We're  going  to  make  it 
hot   for  the   rustlers." 

Joe  sniffed.  "  One  expects  to  lose  a  calf 
or  a  stupid  dogie  now  and  then.  We  ain't 
complaining.  Us  ranchers  should  be  able  to 
do  something;  for  ourselves — and  not  go  blatting 
to  the  Police  about  every  little  thing." 

"  Your   sister   tliink«^ " 

"  Mira  look*^  for  more  than  those  most 
interested."  the  brother  jerked. 

"  Yes,  we  haven't  heard  a  word  from  the 
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3-bar-Y  ranch  for  months,"  said  Mahon,  care- 
lessly, rubbing  his  horse's  neck.  "  The  rustlers 
seem  to  be  passing  you  up." 

"  Oh,  we've  lost  a  few,"  replied  the  rancher 
hastily,  "  but  you  might  as  well  try  to  stop 
the  sun  as  every  bit  of  rustling  in  a  cattle 
country." 

"  An  expert  like  Blue  Pete  should  be  some 
help."  Somehow  Mahon  knew  he  should  not 
have  said  it — it  was  like  a  breach  of  confidence, 
though  he  could  not  figure  it  out  until  the 
events  of  the  next  few  hours  threw  a  new 
light  on  it.  Brother  and  sister  turned  their 
eyes  on  the  half-breed,  who  dropped  his 
head. 

"  You're  to  come  in  to  the  barracks,  Pete," 
he  ordered.     "  The  Inspector  wants  you." 

An  indefinite  constraint  fell  on  the  group. 
Mira  and  Joe  were  sternly  searching  the  half- 
breed's  confused  face.  The  latter  cursed  under 
his  breath  and  expectorated   impudently. 

"  Tell    th'    Inspector    to    go    to "     He 

caught  himself  in  time,  covering  his  mouth 
with  his  hand  and  looking  in  embarrassment 
at  Mira 

But  the  girl's  eyes  were  anything  but  shocked, 
and  the  grimness  in  her  brother's  face  Ufted. 
Mahon,  startled  by  the  unexpected  turn,  was 
flushing  to  the  quick  anger  of  a  defied  Police 
order  when  another  figure  approached — a  man 
so  like  Joe  Stanton  as  to  leave  no  doubt  as 
to  his  identity. 

Blue  Pete  went  on  rapidly. 
Them's  my  bosses — Joe  and  Jim  Stanton. 
I'm  paid  to  work  for  them." 
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Mahon's  anger  blazed.  It  was  not  only 
defiance  to  authority,  to  the  Inspector,  but 
the  unfriendliness  of  a  man  he  had  himself 
discovered  and  treated  as  a  friend.  The  veiled 
mockery  in  the  faces  of  the  two  Stantons— 
even,  he  imagined,  in  Mira's — determined  his 
action. 

"  You're  coming,  whether  you  like  or  not," 
he  warned,  and  stepped  forward. 

But  Blue  Pete  was  watching.  Leaping  back, 
he  covered  him  with  a  huge  revolver  and 
almost  instantly  fired.  A  gasp  broke  from 
the  two  brothers.  Mira  threw  herself  forward, 
arms  outstretched,  a  stifled  cry  on  her  hps. 
She  saw  Mahon's  hand  raise  wonderingly  and, 
half  swooning,  she  reached  towards  him.  But 
he  was  still  on  his  feet,  a  ragged  hole  showing 
in  the  tip  of  his  hat. 

The  next  few  seconds  were  full  of  action. 
Before  the  ring  of  the  shot  had  died  away 
among  the  ranch  buildings,  the  half-breed's 
big  body  hurled  itself  across  the  few  yards 
to  Mahon's  horse,  and  almost  as  his  fingers 
clutched  the  reins  Mars  was  away.  Blue  Pete 
bending  low  over  his  neck,  looking  back  over 
his  shoulder — waving  his  hand. 

Mahon's  revolver  and  rifle  were  with  the 
saddle.  He  rushed  to  the  stables  and  led  out 
an  ugly,  yellow-blotched  pinto — Whiskers.  At 
the  house  he  paused  for  a  rifle. 

By  this  time  the  sun  was  low.  The  shadow 
from  the  Hills  was  flung  out  across  the  prairie 
to  the  east  and  north  as  far  as  he  could  see, 
and  the  clear  air  tingled  with  approaching 
night.     Far    ahead    Mars    was    nmning    well 
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under  a  master  hand,  but  a  few  minutes  later 
Mahon  was  surprised — and  a  bit  irritated — 
to  find  that  the  pinto  was  gaining.  In  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  he  was  almost  within  shot, 
but  the  rules  of  the  Service  did  not  permit 
it,  even  had  it  been  worth  the  delay  in  the 
growing  darkness.  Mars  did  not  seem  to  be 
trying,  and  he  dug  his  heels  into  the  pinto 
in  a  race  with  night. 

Something  moved  out  addenly  through  the 
gloom  and  ranged  alongside. 

II  What  is  it.  Corporal  ?  " 

"  Helen  !  "  In  his  surprise  the  pinto  missed 
its  stride. 

"  Not— rustlers  ?  " 

Ev-n  then  he  was  surprised  at  her  handling 
of  her  mount  and  the  sureness  of  her  seat. 
Her  voice  was  trembUng  with  fear. 

"No,  no  !  It's  Blue  Pete.  We  want  him. 
Go  back.  It'll  be  dark  in  a  few  minutes  .  .  . 
No,  change  horses.  I  hadn't  time  to 
saddle." 

"  No  use.  Master's  too  tired.  Been  out 
all  day.     We're  both  neariy  all  in." 

"  Then  get  back  to  the  ranch.  Give  me 
your  quirt." 

The  pinto  drew  away  under  the  lash. 

The  sun  sank  behind  the  flat  horizon  sud- 
denly, as  if  ashamed  of  having  delayed  so 
long,  and  almost  as  he  marvelled  at  it  night 
had  fallen.  Ahead  lay  a  coulee  with  but 
two  outlets.  He  thrilled  with  the  thought 
that  the  half-breed  was  ruiming  himself  into 
a  cul-de-sac,  and  instead  of  following  he  cut 
across  towards  the  other  end.     But  Blue  Pete 
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did  not  reappear.  Mahon  drew  in  and  rode 
downward. 

In  there  it  was  almost  dark.  He  was  creeping 
forward  carefully  when  a  peculiar  whistle 
which  he  found  difficult  to  locate  brought 
Whiskers  to  a  sudden  stop.  And  then  she 
sank  to  her  knees  and  rolled  over  to  her  side, 
Mahon  stepping  off.  He  knew  the  pinto  was 
not  winded  and  twice  he  lashed  her  in  vain 
with  the  quirt.  He  left  her  and  walked  care- 
fully along  the  ravine,  rifle  ready.  A  familiar 
double  whistle,  almost  the  first  thing  he  con- 
nected with  the  half-breed,  made  him  curse 
himself  for  a  fool,  for  the  pinto  rushed  past 
in  the  darkness.  He  fired,  but  missed,  tried 
to  follow  and  fell.  And  as  he  was  picking 
himself  up  a  tantalizing  laugh  came  back  to 
him,  and  he  could  hear  the  gallop  of  the  pinto 
out  on  the  prairie.  As  there  was  nothing 
better  to  do,  he  proceeded  to  tell  himself 
what  manner  of  fool  he  was. 

"  Corporal  Mahon  !  " 

Someliow  he  did  not  feel  surprised  that 
Helen  Parsons  was  there  calling  down  to  him 
through  the  darkness  ;  but  what  did  touch 
a  chord  that  responded  was  the  anxiety  in 
her  tone.  He  stumbled  up  the  sloping  bank 
to  where  she  awaited  him. 

"  You'll  think  I'm  a  fine  Pohceman — and 
with  my  new  stripes,"  he  growled. 

"  You  had  no  chance  in  this  darkness," 
she  reassured  him  gently.  "  I — I  just  wanted 
to    tell    you    here's     your     horse.     He     left 

it." 
To  Mahon,  furious  at  bis  second  failure,  it 
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was  onlv  insult  added  to  injury  that  the  half- 
breed  should  think  so  lightly  of  him-  and  rifle 
and  pistol  were  in  their  places.  He  strained 
his  ears  into  the  darkness  for  any  sound  to 
justify  continuing  the  pursuit,  but  he  could 
hear  nothing.  Helen  moved  off  to  the  north, 
and  he  followed. 

At  midnight  he  was  speaking  to  the  In- 
spector over  the  telephone  from  Medicine  Lodc^e. 

"  Listen,  you  darned  idiot  !  "  was  his  re- 
ception. "  There  are  things  in  this  game  you 
don't  yet  understand.  I'm  not  teUing  you 
all  mv  plans." 

"  But— but  I  think  I  do  understand,"  Mahon 
replied,  more  surprised  nevertheless  than  his 
tone  imphed.  "  If  you  had  only  told  me 
Blue  Pete  was " 

"  That'll  do,  that'll  do  !  "  came  hastily  over 
the  wires.  "  Forget  all  about  it.  It  was  my 
fault  for  not  telling  you.  I  should  have  antici- 
pated such  a  mix-up.  You  don't  need  to 
know  anj-thing  more — not  yet,  at  least,"  the 
Inspector  finished  in  the  familiar  voice  of 
authority. 

Mahon  hung  up  the  receiver  thoughtfully. 
"  How  was  I  to  know  his  plans  ?  "  he  asked 
himself  aloud.  .  .  .  " I  wonder  how  he  came 
to  suspect  the  ranchers." 
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THE  slanting  rays  of  a  dying  sun  fell 
across  the  valley,  throwing  long  shadows 
from  each  ranch-house.  Cold  was 
snapping  in  the  air,  prophesying  frost 
in  the  coulees.  The  wind  had  dropped,  and 
the  tiny  trail  of  smoke  rose  unbent  from  the 
ranch-house.  From  the  bunk -house  drifted  the 
uncertain  music  of  an  abused  mouth-organ, 
and  occasionally  a  half-worded  song  in  a  voice 
impatient  at  the  tardiness  of  the  indifferent 
musician. 

From  a  distant  corral  came  a  plaintive 
bawling,  falUng  at  times  to  a  gentle  moo. 

Joe  Stanton  slouched  from  the  ranch-house 
and  stood  hstening,  hands  on  hips ;  and 
presently  his  brother  joined  him. 

"  Hell  of  a  row  for  respectable  ranchers!" 
laughed  Jim  bitterly. 

The  other  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  turned 
back  to  the  open  door. 

"  Better  be  moving."  He  pulled  out  a 
laige  silver  watch.  "  We've  a  good  three 
hours  of  riding." 

They  reappeared  with  short  jackc'.j  over 
their  vests  and  rifles  across  their  shoulders, 


.:*»'*: 


BLUE  PETE  MOVES  ON 


69 


and  silently  entered  the  stables.  A  big,  un- 
gainly figure  stretched  on  the  bare  ground 
before  the  bunk-house  rolled  la/ily  over,  and 
a  pair  of  unsteady  eyes  followed  them  through 
the  stable  door.  The  two  brothers,  leading 
out  their  horses,  mounted  and  rode  to  the 
ranch-house. 

At  a  whistle  the  door  opened  and  Mira  ap- 
peared with  the  four  wolf-hounds  on  leash. 
"  Down  !     Down  !  " 

Joe  whistled  impatiently,  and  the  hounds, 
released,  bounded  about  the  horse. 
"  Back,  Neptune  !  Back,  Juno  1  " 
Two  of  the  dogs  whimpered  and  trotted 
slowly  back  to  Mira,  where  they  stood  in 
haughty  resignation,  watching  their  fortunate 
fellows  gambolling  over  the  rise  after  the 
disappearing  horsemen. 

The  girl   reached   down   and   fondled   their 

ears,  speaking  to  them  in  cooing,  gentle  voice. 

Up  on  the  level  of  the  prairie  one  of  the 

brothers    buttoned    his    jacket    more    closely 

about  his  neck. 

"  Looks  as  if  it  might  be  June,"  he  muttered, 
pointing  to  a  bank  of  fleecy  cloud  close  to 
the  horizon.  "  Like  our  luck  to  have  a  rain- 
storm on  a  big  night." 

The  other  shivered.  "  Feels  Uke  April  to 
me.  I  don't  know  what's  getting  into  me 
these  nights.  I  get  the  shudders.  Must  be 
getting  scared."  He  laughed  bitterly  and  lashed 
out  at  an  excited  dog  that  had  leaped  against 
his  leg. 

Joe  made  no  reply.  Miles  further  on  their 
way  to  the  Hills  he  spoke. 
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"  I  feel  the  same — sometimes.  It  isn't  our 
style,  Jim,  that's  what.  I  remember  when 
we'd  have  been  ashamed  to  think  we'd  come 
to  this— and  not  so  long  ago.  I'll  be  happy 
as  I  ever  hope  to  be  when  they  get  Dutch 
Henry  and  his  gang— and  a  decent  rancher 
can  live  square  and  honest.     As  it  is " 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  chirruped 
to  his  horse.  Into  the  starht  darkness  side 
by  side  they  galloped. 

Back  in  the  valley  Mira  stared  after  _jem, 
seeing  nothing  but  the  upper  edges  of  the 
bank  of  clouds.  The  two  dogs,  wearying  of 
the  silence,  nuzzled  into  her  hands.  She  sighed 
and  went  in,  but  a  few  minutes  later  seated 
herself  on  a  bench  before  the  door,  a  book 
in  her  hand,  which  she  opened  carefully  and 
rested  on  her  knees.  With  twisting  lips  and 
frowning  brow  she  began  to  form  rudely  shaped 
letters  on  its  blank  pages.  But  her  mind  was 
elsewhere,  and  presently  the  pencil  dropped 
from  her  fingers.  The  darkness  deepened.  She 
leaned  her  head  against  the  wall  behind  her 
and  stared  into  the  dotted  stars. 

One  of  the  cattle  in  the  distant  corral  broke 
into  sudden  complaint,  and  she  looked  across 
through  the  darkness  with  a  shrug  of  her 
shapely  shoulders  and  began  to  collect  pencil 
and  book. 

Blue  Pete  raised  himself  from  before  the 
bunk-house  and  came  swiftly  across  the  yard. 
The  mouth-organ  had  ceased  long  ago,  and 
the  intermittent  clamour  from  the  corral  was 
still  for  the  moment.  A  far-away  coyote 
raised  its  dismal  howl  and  broke  off  suddenly. 


^^f^^v 


BllTt'   PETE  MOVES  ON  71 

In  all  the  world  were  only  the  two  of  them — 
the  graceful  girl  ihoughllully  staticJing  heture 
the  raiicli-liouse,  and  the  Imlking  halt-breed 
moving  toward  her. 

"  Are  you  lonesome,  miss  ?  " 

She  started.  He  was  fumbling  his  ragged 
Stetson,  and  slie  smiled  into  iiis  duskv  face. 

"  I  don't  think  it'^  that,  Pete:  bit  I  did 
want  like  blazes  to  go  too.  Thc\  iie\'er  take 
me  now — and  it's  such  s])ort  !  All  I  get  from 
the  wolf  hunts  is  them." 

She  pushed  the  door  op'n  and  pointed  to 
several  grey  skins  on  th<'  floor.  The  hired 
girl  had  lit  the  shaded  lamp,  and  the  room 
looked  cosy  and  soft.  Blue  Pete  craned  his 
neck  to  see  it  all,  a  hunc;ry  look  in  his  eyes. 

"  Come  on  in,  Pete.  It's  such  a  still  night — 
spooky.  I  believe  I  am  lonesome — and  Gret 
is  such  rotten  company.  Come  in  and  let 
me  learn  you  this."  She  tapped  her  exercise 
book. 

The  half-breed  grinned  uncomfortably. 

"  I'll  be  goin',  miss." 

"  Rats,  Pete !  Come  in.  You  know  the 
boys  have  the  run  of  the  house.  This  ain't 
no — isn't  no  drawing-room.  Besides,  I  want 
to  show  off  my  learning.  I'm  reading  fine  now 
— I  think.  I'm  awful  proud  to-day.  I've 
started  a  letter  to  Helen —first  I  ever  wrote 
....  I  used  to  think  I  didn't  want  any 
learning  " — her  voice  was  low  and  plaintive — 

"  but    just    to  ride  and  ride  and  ride I 

should  ought  to  be  a  boy" 

She  sank  into  a  chair  beside  the  table, 
resting  her  cheek  in  her  hand. 
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"  Ever  since   ma   died   I've   done  a   man's 

work  as  well  as  a  woman's— better,  I  guess." 

She  was  looking  doubtfully  about  the  room. 

"  You  beat  an>lhm'  I  ever  seen,"  he  declared 

stoutly. 

She  laughed,  and  he  clutched  his  hat  and 
edged  to  the  door. 

"  I  hke  praise,  Pete— I  need  it.  I  don't 
take  a  bit  to  the  learning.  Listen  to  me 
read.  I'm  afraid  to  do  it  for  anyone  else. 
The  boys  would  laugh,  and  Corporal  Mahon 

says -"     She  stopped,  blushing.     "  I  guess 

he  don't  think  I  know  much.  I'm  at  the 
second  chapter."  She  pulled  from  the  table 
drawer  a  book  carefully  covered  in  brown 
paper.  "  It  isn't  much,  I  don't  thmk  — 
not  exciting— but  it's  all  he  had— the  Corporal, 
I  mean." 

Laboriously  the  pages  turned.  "  Here  it 
is.  It's  about  an  ugly  girl  with  a  lot  of  muff 
sisters."  The  book  dropped  to  the  table  as 
she  turned  to  the  half-breed.  "  I  wonder- 
perhaps  Corporal  Mahon  thinks  I'm  ugly." 

"Oh,  hell.  Miss  Mira,  not  ugly  !  "  He  clapped 
his  hand  to  his  mouth.  "  I  don't  mean  hell, 
I  mean — mean  fudge." 

"  You  don't  know  what  he  thinks,"  she 
rephed  coquettish ly,  as  she  leaped  to  her 
feet  and  came  out  into  the  middle  of  the  room. 
"  What  do  you  think  of  my  new  skirt,  Pete  ? 
I  made  it  all  myself." 

"  I  ain't  no  jedge  o'  style.  Miss  Mira,"  he 
stammered.     "  It — it   wudn't   do   to   wear   on 
a   long   ride.     Might   be   fine   in   town." 
"  That's  what  I  wanted,"  she  cried,  clapping 
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"  I  want  to  look  more  like  Helen. 
kind   men  like,   not — not  cowgirls. 


her  hands 

She's  the  kina   men 

A  girl  like  me  hasn't  no  chance  with  one  like 

Helen." 

The  half-breed  shifted  uneasily  from  foot 
to  foot  and  then  came  stumblingly  but  man- 
fully to  her  defence.  "  Lor  !  Miss  Mira,  I'd 
stake  yuh  'gainst  the  world." 

"  Oh,  you'll  spoil  me,  Pete.  You  and  me — 
I  mean  I — has  got  along  pretty  well,  haven't 
we  ?  And  Joe  and  Jim  hke  you.  They  say 
you're  as  good  as  three  of  the  others.  We 
thought  we'd  saw  the  last  of  you  the  time 
you  let  daylight  through  the  Corporal's  Stetson. 
I  knew  you  wasn't  trying  to  do  for  him.  But 
how  did  you  get  off  ?    The  boys  didn't  tell  me." 

The  half-breed  squirmed.  "  Got  to  th'  In- 
spector fust — got  down  on  my  knees  and 
hoped  t'  God  he'd  fergive  me — an'  all  that 
bunk.  He  didn't  want  me  bad.  The  Corporal 
was  seein'  things." 

"  But  what  did  he  want  you  for  ?  " 

"  Oh,  fool-questions  'bout  my  grandad,  an' 
the  kind  o'  weather  gave  my  uncles  rheumatism, 
an'  the  length  o'  Whiskers'  off  ear.  A  felluh's 
got  to  put  his  innards  on  the  table  before 
the  Mounted  PoUce.  I've  got  to  be  an  awful 
liar,  jes'  through  that." 

She  laughed  with  him,  but  quickly  became 
serious. 

"  They  seem  to  think  we're  all  rustlers. 
I  suppose  that's  their  business.  Nowadays 
if  a  rancher  isn't  real  sure  every  little  calf  is 
his,  he's  apt  to  get  a  couple  of  years.  It's — 
it's  enough  to  make  us  rustlers." 
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again  toward  the  door. 
But   I  liaveu't  given  you 


He  was  moving 

"  Going,   Pete  ? 
that  lesson." 

"  'Tain't  no  use  wastin'  time  on  me,  Miss 
Mira.  I  don't  care  a  cuss  what  they  think 
o'  me." 

He  knew  by  her  flaming  face  that  what 
he  said  meant  more  to  her  than  he  intended, 
and  he  stumbled  quickly  out.  A  gentle  breeze 
now  wafting  down  the  valley  beat  ])leasantly 
on  his  face,  and  he  stood  a  moment,  hat  in 
hand,  looking  up  at  the  starlit  sky.  Into 
a  rough  seat  before  the  bunk  -  house  he 
threw  himself,  his  hands  drooping  over  his 
knees. 

The  hght  in  the  building  behind  him  went 
out.  Picking  up  his  hat,  he  moved  noiselessly 
towards  the  corrals,  from  which  only  at  long 
intervals  came  the  mutteriiigs  of  the  cows. 
The  half-breed  leaned  against  the  rails,  staring 
into  the  dimness  full  of  gently  breathing 
animals,  and  then,  testing  the  rails  with  his 
hands,  chmhccl  over  and  dropped  inside.  Like 
one  of  the  shadows  he  ghded  to  the  nearest 
form  and  stood  beside  it  for  a  time,  motionless. 
Gently  he  laid  his  fingers  on  its  side.  The 
animal  heaved  a  half-frightened  sigh  and  started 
to  rise,  but  the  half-breed  withdrew  his  hand 
and  waited.  And  again  his  fingers  crept  out 
and  felt  carelnliy  over  tlie  shoulder.  From 
animal  to  animal  he  continued,  his  experienced 
finders  reading  as  well  as  eyes.  When  he 
was  through  he  re-scaled  the  fen're  and  thought- 
fully chmbed  the  hill,  giving  the  bunk-house 
a  wide  bertli. 
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Up  there  the  sharpne  A  the  valley  was 
modified,  but  the  wina  uas  stronger  and 
away  to  the  south-east  the  clouds  were  piUng 
fast.  With  ears  strained  towards  the  Hills,  he 
stood  a  long  time  before  throwing  himself  at 
last  on  his  back.  He  did  not  sleep,  but  at 
intervals  rolled  to  his  side  to  hsten.  The 
wind  became  more  gusty,  and  presently  a 
drop  of  rain  struck  his  clicek,  increasing  quickly 
to  a  heavy  shower.  But  he  did  not  move. 
A  trickle  ran  from  his  Stetson  to  his  leather 
chaps  as  he  sat  up.  A  glimmer  in  the  eastern 
sky  showed  that  the  short  western  night  was 
passing.  The  rain  was  falling  quietly.  Blue 
Pete  rose  to  his  knees  to  look  to  the  south 
and,  slinking  back  to  the  bunk-house,  threw 
himself  on  the  wet  ground. 

It  was  still  dim  morning  when  a  group 
dropped  over  the  hill  at  the  opposite  end  of 
the  valley,  two  weary  cows  in  the  lead  hastening 
their  gait  at  sight  of  their  kind  in  the  corrals. 
As  the  horses  drew  nearer,  the  half-breed, 
peering  over  his  arm,  noticed  their  lathered 
sides ;  even  the  wolf-hounds  trotted  with 
lolling  tongues. 

"  Wonder  he  don't  freeze  to  death,"  whispered 
Joe  to  his  brother.  "  He  sleeps  there  half 
the  time,  rain  or  wind." 

"  Must  have  led  a  dog's  life,"  returned  the 
other  sleepily,  sUding  from  his  saddle  before 
the  stables. 

Blue  Pete  yawned  aloud,  rubbed  his  eyes, 
raised  himself  shakily  to  his  feet,  and  started 
towanl  the  brothers. 

"  Get  any  ?  "  he  inquired  with  another  yawn. 
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The  brothers  glanced  swiftly  at  each  other. 

"  Not  a  damn  wolf  did  we  see,"  Jim  filled 

in  hurriedly.     "  Nearly  ran  our  horses  to  death, 

too."    He  picked  up  a  handful  of  straw  and 

began  to  rub  his  horse's  thighs. 

"Things  is  gettin'  too  quiet  fer  me,  too," 
sympathized  the  half-breed.     "  Think  I'll  move 
along.     Never  stuck  to  a  job  so  long  in  my 
life  before." 
^^  "  What's    the    matter  ?  "    demanded    Joe. 

Don't  we  pay  you  enough  ?  " 

"  Hell !  Wot  do  I  need  with  money  ?  " 
The  half-breed  drew  two  ten  dollar  bills  from 
his  pocket  and  tossed  them  into  the  air.  One 
he  caught,  the  other  fell  to  the  straw  and  he 
recovered  it  lazily.  "  I've  got  to  be  wanderin', 
that's  all.  y-ah  cudn't  keep  me  fer  five  hunderd 
a  month.  I'll  go  over  to  Wampole's— he  needs 
a  man.  When  I  git  tired  I'll  move  again. 
Guess  I  kin  find  a  job  'bout  here  easy  enough. 
Mebbe  some  day  I'll  come  back." 

The  Stantons,  reluctant  as  they  were  to 
lose  their  best  rider,  best  roper,  hardest  working 
cowpuncher  and  the  best  shot  in  the  ranching 
country,  recognized  the  symptoms.  It  was 
only  the  cowboy  fever,  useless  to  combat  by 
argument  or  offer. 

"  Yuh  been  mighty  decent,"  the  half-breed 
went  on  imsteadily.  "  an'— an'  I'm  mighty 
sorry.  I'll  do  wot   I  kin   fer  yuh   anv  time." 

And  as  the  puzzled  brothers  looked  into 
each  other's  face,  he  was  gone. 
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WAMPOLE  welcomed  the  big  half-breed 
vociferously.  Old  man  Wampole 
had  long  envied  the  Stantons  their 
new  puncher,  whose  marvellous  skill 
with  the  cattle  had  been  discussed  in  every 
ranch  and  bunk-house  about  the  Hills.  Even 
the  ugly  little  pinto  had  come  in  for  praise 
where  good  horses  were  neither  scarce  nor  dear. 
Wampole's  large  herds  ranged  to  the  east 
of  the  Stantons',  from  the  Hills  northward, 
a  tract  of  coulee-lined  prairie  that  provided 
all  the  shade  the  prairie  offers  at  its  best.  At 
the  southern  boundary  lay  the  Hills,  before 
them  a  small  lake  kept  alive  throughout  the 
year  by  sources  within  the  Hills  themselves. 
Except  in  the  dry  season  a  stream  ran 
from  it  through  his  range  on  its  way  north- 
ward to  the  South  Saskatchewan.  Wampole 
was  reputed — with  the  Stantons  and  a  couple 
more  near  Maple  Creek — to  be  among  the 
wealthiest   prain*'  citizens. 

Blue  Pete  remained  at  Wampole's  only  a 
few  weeks,  vaiied  as  was  his  work,  with  good 
pay,  pleasant  companions  and  reasonable*  con- 
ditions. Then  he  asked  for  what  wa'  coming 
to  him  and  disappeared.     During  t'.e  wintei 
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he  was  not  seen  in  the  district.  Cowboys  and 
ranchers  talked  of  him  and  the  pinto,  and 
the  PoHce  wondered.  But  in  the  early  spring 
he  was  back  in  Medicine  Hat.  Inspector 
Barker  talked  with  him  in  his  office,  as  he 
sooner  or  later  talked  with  every  stranger  in  the 
district.  The  half-breed's  first  work  that  year 
was  with  a  third  rancher  near  the  Hills.  No 
one  mqiiired  where  he  had  spent  the  winter. 
By  round-up  time  he  was  with  another  outfit, 
and  before  the  summer  was  over  two  others 
had  eagerly  taken  him  on  and  reluctantly 
seen  him  go. 

During  the  summer  the  efforts  of  the  Police 
to  stop  the  mstling  met  with  unusual  success. 
Each  month  had  its  record  of  recovered  cattle 
and  horses,  and  sometimes  the  captures  were 
so  spectacular  as  to  puzzle  even  the  ranchers. 
While  the  stealing  continued,  only  a  few  of 
the  stolen  animals  got  out  of  the  country. 
Even  the  Cypress  Hills  seemed  to  be  yielding 
to  the  force  of  the  law.  The  strange  feature 
of  it  w^as  their  failure  to  capture  the  rustlers 
themselves.  More  than  once  the  cowboys  were 
thrilled  by  the  sight  of  the  Pohce  galloping 
towards  the  Hills  ;  and  a  day  or  two  later  it 
would  be  in  everyone's  mouth  that  another 
bunch  of  stolen  liorscs  had  been  recovered 
for  their  owners.  The  rustlers  grew  more 
war\-.  The  Inspector,  not  satisfied  with  the 
success  of  liis  men,  grew  more  grim. 

Blue  Pete's  fever  continued.  Between  his 
terms  of  employment  he  always  disanpeared 
for  a  uoek  or  more,  and  once  he  spent  a  fort- 
night with  a  rancher  south-west  of  Lethbridge, 
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where  the  next  ranching  district  began  and 
continued  to  the  foothills  of  the  Rockies. 
Several  short  visits  to  Mediciiie  Hat  made 
him  a  familiar  figure  on  the  streets  of  tiiat 
cosmopolitan  town,  his  hnge,  loose-knit  frame, 
swarthy  face  and  impossible  eyes,  the  dare- 
devil atmosphere  about  him,  providing  many 
a  tit-bit  of  thrilling  narrative  to  h^  carried 
back  east  by   imaginative  tourists. 

Medicine  Hat  was  then  in  the  early  throes 
of  industrial  ambition.  The  great  area  of 
natural  gas  that  lay  b(  neath  the  town  was 
spreading  its  fame  throughout  Am  rica  and 
England,  and  pioneers  looking  for  factory 
sites  were  the  town  s  guests  fnin  the  moment 
of  their  arrival.  Its  unearned  reputation  across 
the  border  as  "  the  breeder  of  weather  "  was 
being  fought  by  a  systematic  propaganda  that 
was  justifying  its  co.st.  The  moving  s])irits 
of  the  city  decided  to  go  in  for  sports.  Pro- 
fessional baseball  was  discussed,  the  result  being 
the  formation  of  the  Western  Canada  Baseball 
League,  more  commonly  known  as  "  The  Twi- 
Hght  League,"  because  in  the  long  evenings 
of  the  prairie  the  games  were  started  at  seven- 
thirty.  Medicine  Hat  was  out  for  anything 
that   promised   publicity. 

Sauntering  down  the  main  street  on  one 
of  his  visits,  Blue  Pete  — quirt  and  chaps  and 
Stetson  and  gauntlets  and  dotted  neckerchief 
and  all — came  on  3  group  of  town  youths 
and  baseball  players  listening  to  the  patter 
of  a  shooting-gallery  attendant,  a  stage  creation 
of  a  cowboy,  wilder  and  woollier  than  Blue 
Pete   himself   in   several   striking   details.     To 
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all  the  exaggerated  marks  of  hairy  chaps, 
high -crowned  Stetson,  leather  vest,  high  heels 
and  weather-beaten  skin,  he  had  added  hair 
matted  with  oil,  jet  black  moustache,  and 
spurs  that  clattered  with  every  move.  Even 
as  he  leaned  over  the  counter  of  the  open- 
fronted  ramshackle  store  he  towered  above 
the  crowd,  but  his  talk  lacked  the  oiliness 
of  experience,  though  he  knew  his  audience. 
Blue  Pete  grinned  at  the  scene. 

Across  the  back  of  the  interior  extended 
the  targets,  a  row  of  stationary  white  birds, 
others  that  revolved  in  and  out,  and  tiny  white 
spots  that  moved  up  and  down,  back  and 
forward,  with  an  irregularity  that  defied  any 
ordinary  shot.  But  most  elusive  was  a  ball 
jerked  at  the  end  of  a  string  by  some  eccentric 
mechanism. 

"  Come  on,  sports,"  encouraged  the  cowboy. 
"  Try  yer  hand.  Three  shots  for  a  dime — 
three  of  'em,  mind  you."  He  held  up  three 
spread  fingers.  "  A  strike  means  a  seegar — 
a  ratthn',  chnkin',  gi-me-another  seegar,  with 
a  mile-long  smoke.  Between  you  and  me  " — 
he  leaned  confidentially  across  the  counter — 
"  you'd  pay  a  quarter  for  its  mate  in  any 
bar  in  town.  The  moving  birds — two  seegars. 
The  httle  disks — five.  And  as  for  the  ball — 
the  shot  who  can  do  that  has  enough  se^ars 
to  do  him  till  Christmas— ten  o'  them.  All 
for  one  shot — count  'em— ten.  Two  dollars 
and  a  half's  worth  of  seegars  for  one  measly 
little  shot.     Try  yer  hand  and  show  the  ladies." 

Blue  Pete,  from  his  point  of  observation 
in  the  crowd  at  the  end  of  the  counter  was 
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watching  the  darting  ball  with  an  amused 
smile,  scarcely  listening  to  the  spieler.  Not 
even  the  baseball  boys  wanted  to  break  the 
ice  ■  and  the  cowboy,  stepping  back  performed 
a  few  dextrous  tricks  with  the  lasso.  Ihe 
half-breed's  eyes  suddenly  shifted  from /he 
targets  to  the  whirUng  rope,  then  to  the  black 
moustache  of  the  performer.  The  noose,  kept 
fuU-circle,  whirled  and  squirmed  and  twisted, 
now  high  above  the  performer's  head,  now  out 
before  him  close  to  the  floor,  and  again  with 
his  body  as  a  centre.  Moving  with  httle 
apparent  effort,  it  touched  no  part  of  his  per- 
son  or   the   floor   as   trick   sprang  from   tnck 

with  marvellous  skill.  . 

Blue  Pete  rubbed  his  chm.  His  squinting 
eyes  began  to  dance,  and  he  drew  further  back 
into  the  crowd  and  crouched  a  httle.  ine 
cowboy  ended  the  exhibition,  seized  a  nfle 
from  beneath  the  counter,  and  turning  quickly 
to  the  targets  pulled  the  trigger.  A  black 
spot  appeared  on  one  of  the  moving  birds— 
another— and  another.  ,    £    • 

"  Ye  can't  miss,  ye  see,"  he  shouted,  facing 
about  and  carelessly  replacing  the  rifle  beneath 
the  counter.     "  Have  a  seegar  on  me. 

A  youth,  grinning  with  embarrassment,  raised 
one  of  the  rifles  lying  on  the  counter,  took 
nervous  aim,  and  fired.  One  of  the  larger 
stationary  birds  blackened  at  its  very  edge. 
The  cowboy  slammed  a  cigar  on  the  counter, 
and  the  successful  contestant,  rather  than 
risk  a  reputation  thus  acquired,  passed  the 
rifle  to  a  friend.  In  two  shots  the  latter 
missed,  but  a  cigar  was  handed  him  as  bait. 

F 
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Three  or  four  of  the  baseball  team  tried 
their  hands  with  httle  success,  but  a  cigar 
was  handed  to  each.  A  Mounted  PoHceman 
stopped  on  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd. 

"  Here,  Mountie !  "  The  cowboy  reached 
a  rifle  towards  him.  "  Show  these  sports  whai 
you  can  do — how  the  Police  shoot.  Come 
in  and  join  the  merry  throng." 

But  the  Policeman  smiled  and  passed  on. 
Someone  suggested  that  the  cowboy  himself 
try  a  shot  at  the  jerking  ball,  a  request  that 
was  ignored  until  the  crowd  took  it  up  and 
began  to  jeer. 

"  Hell !  "  jerked  the  cowboy.  "  I'm  not 
that  kin'  of  a  shot.  I  can  tickle  its  ribs  once 
out  of  five — no  more.  Thur's  only  one  man 
can    smash    it    oftener — p'raps    two — and    the 

second  ain't  travellin'  in  these  parts 

fer  mighty  good  reasons  connected  with  his 
health,"  he  added,  winking.  "  Anyway,  I  don't 
want  to  rob  myself  of  ten  good  seegars."  And 
the  crowd  was  with  him  again. 

Blue  Pete  sidled  up  to  the  end  of  the  counter 
and,  unobserve-d,  picked  up  a  rifle.  The  shot 
rang  out  so  unexpectedly  that  the  cowboy 
wliirled,  hand  to  hip.  Blue  Pete  blinked. 
He  had  missed.  With  a  snarl  he  thumped 
the    rifle    back    on    the    counter. 

"  Gor-swizzle !  "  he  growled,  and  made  a 
sudden  movement.  There  was  a  loud  report, 
a  smoking  revolver  pointed  from  his  hand— 
and  tiny  bits  of  white  strewed  the  floor.  The 
dancing  ball  was  gone.  He  shifted  his  aim 
and  five  more  shots  came  in  rapid  succession, 
a    black   smudge   showing   each    time   on   the 
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smallest  moving  targets.  Then  he  quietly 
shoved  the  revolver  into  his  pocket  dropped 
two  bits  of  silver  on  the  counter,  and  held  out 
his  hand.  The  cowboy  was  stanng  at  hini 
with  wide  eyes.  „  , 

••  Thunderin'  Moses  !  "  he  muttered.        That  s 

one    o'    the    two !  "  ,       ^•■,     -,     a    > 

"Any    more    o'    them    balls.    Bilsy  ?     An 

shove  out  a  real  rifle."  ^     ^  v 

The  cowboy  glanced  after  the  Policeman 
now  disappearing  up  the  street. 

"  Drop  in  this  evening  and  have  a  smote, 
Pete  "  he  invited  carelessly,  and  placed  a  bundle 
of  cigars  on  the  counter.  Turning  to  the 
crowd  he  continued  his  "  spiel.  See  how 

easy  it  is.  boys.  Six  shots  and  he  earned 
of!  nearly  a  box  o'  the  rattlm'e^t.  clinkin  est 
seegars  in  town.     A  han'ful  for  every   shot. 

Come  along "  ,  .    ,       ,    ^  ,, 

Blue  Pete  passed  up  the  street,  his  hands  full 
of  cigars,  his  forehead  wrinkled.     That  night, 
when  the  door  over  the  counter  of  the  shooting- 
gaUery  was  down  and  locked,  he  lounged  along 
the   dilapidated   walk   to   the   side   door   and 
opened    it     without    knocking.     Bilsy.     busy 
among    the    targets,    nodded    and    continued 
his  work  with  a  whitewash  brush.     Blue  Pete 
glanced  hastily  about  the  room— and  picked 
up  the  only  chair  and  moved  it  near  the  door, 
where  he  drew  out  his  corn-cob  pipe  and  pro- 
ceeded to  fill  it.     Bilsy.  who  had  stopped  to 
watch,  returned  to  his  work  briskly. 

"  Wot's   the   game.    Bilsy  ?  " 

"  You   ain't  blind,   are  you  ?  " 

"Sure   not!     An'    I'm   seein'    with   more  n 
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my   eyes.     I   never  seen   Bilsy   doin'   nothin' 
morc'n  he  seemed  to  be  doin'." 

Bilsy  took  up  a  hammer  and  rapped  at  an 
invisible  part  of  the  mechanism.     "  Then  take 

a  good  look  now,  Pete Lots  o'  money 

in  this." 

"  Ain't  a  millionaire  yet,  eh,  Bilsy  ?  Yuh 
seem   a  bit   new — and   narvous." 

The  half-breed  was  lazily  scratching  a  match. 
Bilsy  grunted. 

"  Its  the  first  time  I  ever  done  something 
I  hadn't  to  keep  an  eye  peeled  for  the  sheriff," 
he  said,   after   a   moment. 

"  Don'  seem  a  bit  natcherl  fer  yuh  to  be 
missin'  the  fun." 

The  cowboy  laughed  and.  in  a  burst  of  con- 
fidence, dropped  his  hammer. 

"  It's  you  has  missed  the  fim— and  we've 
missed    you,    Pete.     Things    ain't    the    same 
back  thur   without    you.     Most   of   us   didn't 
think  you  was  scared." 

The    half-breed's     smile     was     dangerously 

"  I'd  like  to  see  yuti  smile  when  yuh  say  that 
Bilsy.     Yuh'd  be  a  fool  not  tuh." 
^^  And  Bilsy  smiled  quickly  and  boisterously. 
"  What   d'you   flit   so   sudden   for   then  ?  " 

"  Didn't   want  to  be   in   no  inquest — with 
about  eighteen  o'   yuh  after  me." 

"  You  had  yer  guns,"  sneered  Bilsy. 

Blue   Pete   slapped    his   hip.        "Same   ole 
gtm,  me  boy.     Same  ole  rifle.     Same  ole  eye. 

But  WhLskers  looked  best  'bout  then. 

I  wa.sn't  shootin'  that    day Ef    I 

hed  been,  I   'magine  the  fust  corpse  'ud  'a 
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bin  a  young  cuss  o'  the  name  o'  Bilsy.  No, 
don't  move.  I  got  me  gun  in  this  other  pocket 
to-night— an'  the  muzzle's  lookm'  your  way. 
.  Don't  forget,  Bilsy.  this  am't  Montany. 
Shootin'  this  side  o'  the  Lines  another  game 

Bilsy's  hand  dropped  and  his  face  broke 
into  a  forced   smile. 

"  Oh  blazes  !  What's  the  use  of  us  scrap- 
ping '  We  ain't  seen  each  other  for  a  year. 
Why  didn't  you  come  back?  That's  what 
we  want  to  know." 

"Some   o'    wot   yuh    want    to    know,    yuh 
mean     ....    Some  things  I  natcherl  don 
take   to— an'    robbin'    women's   one   o'    them. 
Blasted  mean  rustUn',  that.  I  caU  it.     Anyway 
it's  more  fun  over  here." 
Bilsy  winked. 
"Want  a  pal?  " 

••  Thought  this  shootin'  thing  was  big  money 
—an'  it's  swindle  enough  even  to  suit  you. 

"  Too— too  blame  tame  for  me,"  stammered 
Bilsy  "  An'  rustling's  not  what  it  used  to 
be  across  the  line.  Too  many  tenderfeet  break- 
ing into  the  game.     An'  the  herds  is  smaller. 

Blue  Pete  picked  up  a  splinter  and  prodded 
his    pipe.     "  Why    donchu    try    over    here  ? 

The  other  cast  him  a  swift  glance  beneath 
his  brows  but  did  not  reply,  and  the  half- 
breed  completed  his  task  before  he  continued. 
"  I  don'  know  yer  game,  Bilsy.  but  I  m 
damn  sure  it's  not  this  truck.  No  self-respectin 
cowboy'd  tumble  to  it.  Ef  yuh  don'  w^t 
to  tell  an  ole  friend,  I'm  not  frettin  .  He 
rose,  one  hand  in  his  trouser  pocket,  and 
stepped  backwards   to   the   door. 
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"  Is  pertectin'   women   all   you're   doing   in 
this  country  ?  "  asked   the  cowboy  suddenly. 

*'  I  jest  natcherl  pertect  women,  me    boy— 
an'    thar's   one    er    two   peaches    about    here 

take  my  word  fer  it WeU.  s'long.   How's 

Dutchy  ?  " 

The  cowboy  started.  "  Haven't  seen  him 
in  a  month." 

Eye's  gone  back  on  yuh,  Bilsy  ?  Tell 
him  from  me  that  Sergeant  Denton's  dyin'. 
When   he  does,   Dutchy's   number's  up." 

He  reached  about  and  opened  the  door, 
his  face  to  the  room,  and  went  out. 

From  the  narrow  space  between  the  shooting 
gallery  and  the  building  to  the  north  a  Mounted 
Policeman   melted   into   the   darkness. 

When    Blue    Pete's    steps    had    died    away 
Bilsy  dropped  from  his  nerch  and  locked  the 
door.     A  man  crawled  from  behind  the  targets 
cursing    under    his   breath. 
]]  It's  what  I  thought,"  he  snarled. 
"  Why  didn't  ye  plug  him  when  he  called  me 
a  cuss  ?  "  fumed  Bilsy.     "  I'd  have  taken  my 
chances." 

The  other  shrugged.  "It's  too  damned 
unhealthy  for  me  in  this  country  already.  It's 
not  a  game  I  can  say  I  like—  shooting  a  fellow 
when   he   isn't   looking." 

"  You  heard  what  he  said— it'll  be  yours 
when    the    Sergeant    croaks  ?  " 

"  Perhaps,"  muttered  his  companion,  "  Ser- 
geant Denton  won't  croak If  he  does 

it'll  be  fair  shooting  between  Blue  Pete  and 
me." 
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CHAPTER  IX 

BII^Y   I^EARNS  THE  TRUTH 

AGAIN  and  again  on  his  visits  Blue 
Pete  found  the  shooting  gaUery  the 
most  conspicuous  thing  m  town. 
Seldom  did  it  seem  busy,  but  Bilsy 
was  always  there,  always  solicitmg  business 
over  the  front  counter  from  which  the  whole 
street  with  the  Police  barracks  just  across 
the   rkilway   tracks,   lay   before   him.  ^    ^^ 

"  It  shore  was  a  good  idea  of  Dutch  Henry  s 
the    cowboy-shooting-gallery    attendant    mut- 
tered, as  he  leaned  carelessly  over  the  counter 
seemingly  absorbed  in  the  rifle  he  was  cleaning 
but  never  taking  his  eyes  long  from  the  front 
door  of  the  barracks  or  the  street  before  hun. 
"If  the  Mounties  ain't  leadin    honest  hyes 
I'm  on  the  spot  to  twig  it,"  he  gnnned         If 
Blue  Pete's  gone  back  on  his  old  fnends  an 
turned  churchy.  I'll  know  it  here  sooner  or 

later  " 

But  the  half-breed  never  visited  Inspector 
Barker  now.  He  scarcely  even  nodded  to  the 
Policemen  he  met  in  town.  Medicine  Hat 
continued  to  be  interested  in  him,  none  more 
than  the  "spieler"  in  the  shooting  gallery. 
Blue  Pete  felt  that  the  instant  he  appeared  on 
the  main  street. 
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On  one  visit  he  reversed  their  roles.  Wan- 
dering round  the  comer,  down  a  lane  between 
two  stores,  and  through  the  back  door  of 
the  hai-ness  shop  he  patronised,  he  established 
hunself  carelessly  in  the  front  window.  Bilsy 
was  in  sight  as  usual  leaning  over  the  counter 
leisurely  cleaning  rifles,  shouting,  issuing  laugh- 
mg  invitations— his  eyes  ever  flitting  up  and 
down  the  street  from  the  post  office  to  the 
Police  barracks. 

Blue  Pete  went  out  the  wav  he  entered  and 
sauntered  past  the  shooting-gallery,  nodding 
over  to  Bilsy  and  continuing  his  way  towards 
the  barracks.  At  the  corner  he  swung  about 
suddenly,  to  find  Bilsy  watching  him  intently 
but  swiftly  turning  to  his  rifles  when  he  saw 
he  was  observed.  The  half-breed  retraced  his 
steps. 

"  Millionaire  yet.  Bilsy  ?  "  he  asked  care- 
lessly. 

Bilsy  wiped  carefully  about  the  hammer  of 
the  rifle  before  he  replied.     "  Things  is  a  bit 

dull  now.     Baseball  team's  on  tour 

What  about  yerself  ?     Whur  ye  working  now?'*' 

"  Grantham's." 

"Uke  it  better  than  Stantons',-an'  Wam- 
pole's,    an'    Fletcher's,    an'   the   rest  ?  " 

"Thar  all  alike  to  me,"  growled  the  half- 
breed. 

The  fact  was  that  he  had  that  morning  left 
Grantham's  without  the  pay  coming  to  him 
on  account  of  a  poUtic  but  clear  intimation 
that  his  services  were  no  longer  desired.  It 
rankled  in  him.  for  he  knew  it  was  not 
because  his  work  was  imsatisfactory. 


BTLSY   LEARNS  THE  TRUTH       89 

"  What's  got  into  you  since  you  Qitted  from 
the  Badlands  ?  "  asked  Bilsy.  "You  wasn  t 
like  this  when  you  was  with  the  Crane  ^  outlit, 
or  Nelson's  or  more  you  an'  I  know. 

Something  in  the  tone  brought  Blue  Pete  s 

eyes  to  his.  „       . ,   ^., 

"Yer  not  made  for  it,  Pete/  said  Bilsy 
suggestively.  "  Drop  it  an'  come  back  to  us. 
Thur's  a  bunch  of  us  waiting  for  you  to  jump 
in  on  a  big  thing.     Come  on." 

Blue  Pete  leaned  dreamily  over  the  counter, 
fumbhng  with   his  pipe.     .^      „  ^  ^^      , 

"  Been  thinkin'  of  it,  Bilsy.'    he  muttered. 
"  Think  quick,  man.     Things  is  spoihng  for 
you  back  thur.     Dutchy's  lonesome." 

The  half-breed  straightened.  "  Dutchy  ? 
Hell!  The  bloody  cur!  One  hull  year  ot 
the  wust  kind  o'  sufferin'  the  Sergeant  s  had 
now— j^st  'cause  Dutchy  lost  his  nerve.  ^^ 
"  Dutchy  ain't  the  shot  you  are,  Pete. 
"  When  the  Sergeant  dies,"  said  Blue  Pete 
grimly,  "  we'll  sej  about  that." 

The  other  went  back  to  his  targets  and  moved 
them    about    thoughtfully. 

"You're  coming  into  the  broncho-busting 
contest  next  week,  I  s'pose  ?  "  he  remarked 
when  he  was  back  at  the  counter. 

Blue  Pete  knew  of  the  event  but  had  no  in- 
tention of  entering.  Bucking  contests  had 
almost  disappeared  from  the  Hst  of  Western 
amusements.  "  Outlaw  "  horses  were  becoming 
scarcer  every  year,  and  two  or  three  dis- 
mally unexciting  exhibitions  of  late  years  had 
warned  sport  promoters  of  the  danger  of 
incurring    heavy    expense    with   the    hope   of 
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drawing  a  disgusted  public.  In  addition, 
there  was  a  growing  agitation  among  the 
uninformed  against  what  they  called  a  cruel 
performance,  because  at  the  last  one  in  Medicine 
Hat  a  wild  horse  had  pitched  to  its  head  at 
touch  of  the  saddle  and  never  moved  again. 

Something  in  Bilsy's  tone  struck  the  half- 
breed. 

"  You  goin'  in  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  P'raps.  Broncho  Jack  and  Slim  Riwlins 
is  coming  over,  an'  maybe  a  bunch  o'  the  boys." 

Blue  Pete  was  nmning  his  finger  in  and  out 
of  the  barrel  of  a  rifle. 

"Yuh'll   miss   Dutchy,"    he   said. 

Bilsy  winked.  "  Thur  getting  outlaws  from 
down  Lethbridge  way,  an'  a  few  from  Maple 
Creek,  an'  all  the  bad  ones  from  the  Hills, 
they  say.  Wampole's  got  two,  an'  the  Stan- 
tons  one.  They'd  be  easy  for  you.  Might's 
well  come  along.  You'll  know  most  o'  the 
horses." 

Blue  Pete  snorted.  "  Look  here,  Bilsy.  You 
'n'  me'll  go  in — an'  we  won't  ride  horses  we 
know Ur  else  shut  up." 

"  Righto  !  "    repUed    BUsy    promptly. 

He  turned  his  back  to  cast  a  professional 
eye  at  his  targets,  and  Blue  Pete,  after  a 
movement  of  surprise,  strolled  up  the  street. 


On  the  day  of  the  broncho-busting  contest 
every  trail,  from  the  Hills  to  the  Red  Deer,  led 
towards  the  new  baseball  grounds  in  Medicine 
Hat.  From  as  far  as  Calgary  dozens  came  by 
train.     Many  a  leisurely  tourist  had  disturbed 
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his  summer  time-table  by  waiting  over  for  th^ 
event  or  by  curtailing  his  visits  to  the  leM 
!np?tacular  towns-Brandon.  Moose  Jaw, 
Redna  even  Winnipeg  itself.  For  the  one 
fol test  of  the  year  hid  received  wide  publicity 
-thanks  to  the  local  secretary  of  the  Board  ot 

^ it^the  promoters  looked  out  over  the  packed 
erfnd  sta^nd  and  the  overflow,  they  gnnned 
fnd  rattled  their  loose  change,  since    though 
fi?tv  ner  cent   was  to  go  to  the  local  hospital, 
?h7  other   fifty   was  better   even   than   town 
t^s  °af  the'^Sment.    Neve.-  in  Medicne  Ha 
ha  A    such    a   crowd   gathered.      All   one   siue 
oUhe  field  was  black'with  spectators  sa„d^„| 
space  being  divided  from  tl^%"^°8  *,f  j^^^^ 
fee7s  :^eTe\tled^'in^ -tco^^U^S 
Se  west  side,  and  groups  of  picturesque  ^w- 
Ws  dotted  the  open  field,  arrayed  in  their 
^st  Hza^re  costumes  and  trying  ^-^  - 

Stm'4^  frl  GrtSfhelTkeTt 
mu  ht  htaseU,  seeking  no  further  work^°  t^« 

St  ^t  '^re-rrT'UTn  '"dL^ 
toTubiicity  that  he  was  to  meet  at  the  c^nt^t 
old  friends  be  had  not  seen  for  «  jear  ^n^ 
th^n  over  the  =ights  of  their  riBes.  He  cantereu 
stowly  from  the  crowd  about  the  gate  and  drew 
up  i^t  wkhin  the  fraU  fence,  ^ting  from  the 

up  i^^.  groups  of  cowboys  WHO 

suddenly  f'u  ^^Uenng'at  his  appearance. 
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For  the  first  rider — who  happened  to  be  one 
of  those  old  friends  from  the  Badlands,  Broncho 
Jack — a  well-known  "  outlaw "  horse,  Scar 
Head,  was  led  out.  Its  dirty  grey  coat  and 
hanging  head,  as  it  loped  listlessly  to  the  centre 
of  the  field  in  tow  of  a  mounted  cowboy,  made 
the  crowd  titter  and  sit  back,  prepared  for 
another  of  the  "  frosts  "  that  a  Western  crowd 
was  always  anticipating.  It  was  a  natural 
suspicion  where  so  much  of  the  money  was 
made    by    hood^'inking    the    "  tenderfoot." 

But  the  toucli  of  the  saddle  made  Scar  Head 
a  different  horse.  Circling,  rearing,  snorting, 
kicking  forward  and  backward  with  equal 
ease,  snapping  at  everything  within  reach, 
it  plunged  to  the  end  of  the  rope,  almost 
strangling  itself.  The  cowboys  were  forced  to 
bhndfold  it,  but  after  that  the  placing  of  the 
saddle  was  a  simple  matter,  the  one  advantage 
of  an  outlaw  over  a  wild  horse  being  that  it 
usually  knows  when  it  is  unsafe  to  protest 
longer. 

Broncho  Jack,  having  himself  attended  to 
the  cinch,  swung  lightly  into  the  saddle,  hat 
in  hand,  and  the  instant  the  coat  was  jerked 
from  Scar  Head's  eyes  it  broke  for  the  barrier 
that  held  back  the  crowd.  With  a  desperate 
surge  it  leaped,  the  crowd  scattering  before  it, 
exposing  too  late  for  horse  or  rider  a  small 
bandstand  it  had  hidden.  Broncho  Jack 
had  eased  himself  only  for  the  leap,  and  the 
horse  had  jum.ped  for  level  ground  beyond. 
So  that  when  Scar  Head  plunged  into  the  raised 
floor  of  the  stand,  the  cowboy  struck  the 
pommel  and  flopped  to  the  ground,  a  bit  dazed. 
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Scar  Head,  rolling  to  ite  feet,  cornered  itself 
behind    the    grand  stand,    where    it    was   re 
cantured  by  the  pursuing  cowboys. 

The  next  two  riders  stuck  to  their  mounte 
through  a  comparatively  mild  disp  ay  of  stunts 
fSr  to  eveVy  cowboy  but  exciting  enough 
to  the  uninitiated  spectator. 

The  fourth  outlaw  horse  brought  out^^s^^ 
celeb  ated  sorrel  from  a  southeni  ranch  Rooste^ 

by  name,  a  horse  that  had  fig^^ed  m  eveiy 

broncho-busting  contest  m  f^^^  ^^ff,  ^^ur^ 
versatility  and  resource  were  always  the  feature 
of  the  shows.  It  had  a  P^^^h^g  tnck  of 
Swinging  its  hind  .feet  about  ^.^^ould^^^^^^ 

of  making  hghtmng  l^^g^t.  ..^  thf  usuai 
^o  that  the  cowboy  who  attempted  the  usual 
r^eth^  of  saddling  a  troublesome  horsey 
^om  The  shoulder-had  some  exciting  and  un- 
expected  moments. 

Blue  Pete  was  drawn  to  nde  it. 
Having  removed  his  saddle  from  Wluskers 
he™ached  Rooster  with  due  -spec  .several 
cowboys,  among  them  Bilsy.  rushing  to  assist^ 
Blue  Pete  ran  his  wavering  eyes  over  them  but 
fdd  nothing,  though  his  face  was  grav.     Th^ 
adjustment  of  the  saddle  was  as  thnlling  as 
usual    the  half-breed  insisting  on  attending  to 
?t  alone     His  foot  was  in  the  stirrup  when 
Bilsy    who  was  holding  Rooster  by  the  head, 
prematurely  released  his  hold,  and  the  outlaw 
Sd  in  the  feel  of  the  rider's  seat  leaped  like 
a  flash.     Blue  Pete,  largely  by  luck    was  able 
to  release  his  foot,  but  the  look  he  cast  Bilsy 
sorted  that  cowboy  into  voluble  Pfotes^^ations^ 
At  a  whistle  Whiskers  galloped  up.   and  Uie 
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from    the   nearest 


half-breed,    seizing    a    rope 

cowboy,   went  barebacked   m   pursuit. 

To  the  centre  of  the  field  Rooster  returned 
meekly  enough  at  the  end  of  the  lasso,  and, 
with  Bilsy  content  this  time  to  look  on    Blue 
Pete  was  soon  in  the  saddle.     As  he  feU  mto 
place  he  felt  a  heavy  tug  at  the  anch  and, 
looking    down,    saw    it    working    loose.        As 
Rooster  began   "  swapping  ends,     the  saddle 
flopping  up  and  down  with  him  from  the  loose- 
ness of  the  cinch,  he  knew  there  was  nothing 
for  it  but    to   be    "  piled."     The   crowd    was 
screaming  with  laughter  as  he  bumped  about. 
But   with    a   desperate   grip    of    his   powerful 
thighs  the  half-breed  reached  over  and  jerked 
the  cinch  free,  and  almost  with  the  same  move- 
ment sprang  backward  over  the  outlaw's  rump, 
pulhng    the    saddle    with    him.     It    was    the 
most  spectacular  "  piUng  "  Medicme  Hat  had 
ever  seen,   and  the  crowd   cheered   the   halt- 
breed   more  than  the  previous  successes. 

With  grating  teeth  Blue  Pete  made  for 
Whiskers,  carrying  the  saddle.  As  he  passed 
Slim  Rawlins,  head  hanging  with  shame  and 
fury,  he  glared  suddenly  at  the  shnking  cowboy. 
''SHm!"  he  hissed.  "  Yuh  rotten  hell- 
hound !  You  pulled  that  cinch.  I  won't  forget. 

Rawhns,  steadily  retreating  before  him,  mut- 
tered something.  _ 

"  Shut  up.  vuh  vellow-hvered  dog,  er  l  ii 

twist  yer  neck 'right  here This  is  wot  I 

get  fer  lettin'  vou  felluhs  down  easy. 

Slim  and  two  of  his  friends  who  had  heard 
exchanged  glances.  „ 

"  So  it's  you  been  giving  us  away,  I'ete, 
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Rilsv  said  "We  thought  so.  No  Mountie 
^I^Td  fin^.,en.  corals  aW.     Du^^^^^^^^ 

'  ?{rmo°^er;^-escapcd  his  .ips  Blue  P^^ 
knew  the  slip  he  had  made   and  m  h.step^st 
had  no  reply  to  make.      As  he  approac 
the  corrals,  a  man   m   very   dirty   cliaps   ana 

-S  htm.  ^r 'peSP^'th  ^p:r. 

Tr^a^n'LL^rer^Orof^iir-^^^^ 
Cauthe  Police !    That's     what  youVe  come 

*°"Yer  a  damn  Uar,  Dutchy,"  flared  the  hall- 
breed  "Yon  know  I  end  'a'  got  >-uh  a  do^n 
.;  1'  in  thriast  year  ef  I'd  wanted  tuh.  I 
l^^ynh  alone-tmrsee  wot  happens  Sergeant 

Denton."  .  ,   j  •» 

::  ?:f  ^,?^^  tLinte^'balf-breed's  head 
went  up  boldly.  "  I've  fooled  you  feUuhs 
out  of  a  hundred  head  er  so    eh  ? 

"We  knew  it  was  you.  Pete  Bilsy  found 
it  out  in   town.      Some    day    there  U    be    a 

reckoning."  ^  ^   ,.  ^  t, 

"  You  bet-^f  the  Sergeant  dies^ 
Defiantly  as  Blue  Pete  had  gloned  to  Dutchy 
in  his  work  of  the  past  year,  he  mounted  the 
pint%L4tfully/H.s  whole  life  .^^^^ 
In  a  moment,  and  somehow  tl;e  thrill  o^^s 
^e^«cMve  dut'.es  for  the  Police  taded.     l^verv 
one    i^ew    now-not    only    Dutchy    and    nis 
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friends,  but  Grantham  and  t[^^.  ^^ff^  "J.  {;^ 
ranchers.  In  that  hght  his  work  for  the  1  ohce 
came  before  him  as  the  meanness  of  a  spy, 
though  he  had  steadily  avoided  leading  to  the 
caoture  of  any  of  the  rustlers.  The  only 
satisfaction  in  it  now  was  that  the  excitement 
of  his  Pohce  duties  would  give  place  to  the 
other  excitement  of  being  hunted  by  the  mstlers 
in  whose  code  his  crime  was  pumshable  by 

^"ne 'returned  to  the  field.     The  Judges  over- 
borne by  the  applause  of  the  crowd,  insisted 
on  another  trial,  and  Rooster  was  led  out  a 
third  time.     A  half  dozen  cowboys  came  for- 
ward to  assist,  but  Blue  Pete  waved  them  back 
The  outlaw,  encouraged  by  its  successes  and 
thoroughlv    enraged,    fought    away    from    the 
saddruntil  the 'task  looked  hopeless  for  one 
man      But    Blue   Pete,    chnging   to   the   rope 
S)Out  Rooster's  neck,  unwound  ^^^  ^'^\^^ 
dropped  the  loops  at  the  horse  s  front  feet. 
AsTplunged  he  jerked  the  loop  over  one  foot 
and.  despite  mad  strugghng,  wound  the  other 
end    twice    round    its    neck.     So    that    when 
Rooster  raised  one  foot  to  strike  it  could  not 
lower  it.     It  reared  and  the  foot  went  higher 
When   it   tried   to   buck   its   imprisoned   foot 
went  higher  until  the  strain  on  its  neck  brought 
Ho   trembUng  submission.     Blue  Pete  took 
his   time   with   the   saddle.     That   conipleted 
he   exdianged   the   sUp   loop   about   the   foot 
ior  a  W  Ine  and  dimbed  leisurely  into  place 
T.;^„   the   cowed   horse   for   several   seconds 
while'he  grinned  about  on  the  gapiug  cowboys 
and  silent  crowd. 
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At  the  release  of  the  -pe  Rooster  .gnt.m.<l 

motionless,    1'-    ""-'-..^pt^de?  to  pile 
his  lec    found  it  tree,  auu  ^^  vVi-iv- 

faryTn  tricken'  to  square  the  account     \  c- 

ing'  twisting,  s^WnB'  'f  *^  "f^^tabUshed 

;:f  i^drg  ^°  thV:%  ho^.  with  .us 

^^^"""th^r  r:"dasT^d"in'wSh   "us  aU 

Sac^ngf  n«i- "'^^^irtre    ^Xi  ^re 
blindly  furious,  started  tor  tue  e.^n 

about  the  grounds.  ,,„incd      Rooster's 

Blue  Pete  tugged  an<l  ~  ^-       ^^^^^^, 

neck  s^"'!g,^''''^,"\hr^'  oot  passagl  between 
""•  "■"^otsTakeenclo^  trees  and  the  fence 
a  row  ot   staKe  en^-itjs  ei-iUnUv     guided 

he   dash^,    wl.re   even    a    sk.m,Uy     , 

horse  and  its  ^^^^ -^^''"^^^^p.i  first  one  side 
from    side    to  side  he  ^crape^   ^^^^^^^  i„,t 

rtn^^^t^ffif23 

every  plunge  only  by  raising  a   leg 

ter's  back.  ur^i-^    from    the    crowd. 

A    warning    yell    ^o^.^/^^^""^    twentv-foot 

Straight  ahead  loomed  the  huge    t^e  ^^ 

rf  ?he'  bttll^c  owdf  rnformed    of    the 
keep    the    oast  nau    v.  i 

^.      rxh^(^    Vote    saw    it    too    latc    u^j    i 
score.     Blue    i  eie    »a  ^ould 

Sfirs?\:d:t:uthj^eS%h^^^^^^^^^ 

happen  to  the  board.     As  tue  nor.c  u..appeareQ 
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the  crowd  gasped  and  many  closed  their  eyes 
the  cowboys  coming  to  sudden  hfe  to  dash 
to  the  rescue.  Then  somethmg  appeared  at 
the  top  of  the  scoreboard.  It  was  Blue  Pete, 
erinning  and  waving  his  Stetson.  Rooster 
Sensing  the  danger  too  late  to  stop  entirely, 
had  pulled  up  in  time  for  the  half-breed  to 
grasp  the  timbers  and  swing  himself  up,  the 
outlaw's  head  and  shoulders  jammed  in  the 
space  beneath   the  board. 

It  \^as  the  event  of  the  day.  The  cheer  that 
followed  made  Bilsy  and  his  friends  grind 
their  teeth  as  they  went  about  the  next  part 
of  the  programme. 

A    bunch     of     wild      horses     was    turned 

While  the  outlaw,  a  horse  that  has  resisted 
the  art  of  the  "  buster,"  provides  the  more 
certain  entertainment  and  the  more  skilful 
exliibition  of  the  art  of  unseating,  the  wild 
horse,  the  one  never  yet  ridden,  is  the  more 
uncertain.  It  mav  only  sulk— or  it  may  go  mad. 
In  the  latter  state  it  knows  no  danger,  recognises 
no  master,  until  it  is  completely  beaten  through 
actual  physical  impotence. 

From  the  field  a  half  dozen  cowbo>  s  started 
in  pursuit,  Blue  Pete  and  his  blotched  pinto 
in  the  lead.  With  his  eyes  nvetted  on  the 
erev  first  to  be  roped,  the  half-breed  raced 
dov^Ti  one  side  of  t^^e  line  of  runriing  horses, 
Bilsv  crowding  beside  him.  As  the  half-breed  s 
rope  went  out,  Bilsy  suddenly  drove  his  mount 
against  Whiskers,  and  the  pinto,  lifted  from 
her  feet,  went  dowTi  after  a  brave  eiiort.  But 
in  that   moment  of  effort  Blue  Pete  left  the 
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saddle  with  a  tremendous  flex  of  his  muscles 
and  st^ck  the  back  of  the  nmmng  grey 
cUneing  and  pulling  himseH  up  awkwardly 
w^tHne  arm  His  rope  had  gone  true  and 
^thou?  turning  he  whistled,  the  pmto  catchmg 
^before  the  horses  had  crossed  the  end  of 

'^'ch^anLg  horses  in  fuU  flight  is  not  the 
greatest  feat  a  skilful  cowboy,  performs. 
Snecially  when  one  of  the  horses  is  perfectly 
uS  Ld  the  other  runs  bUnd^  str^^^^^^^ 
Accordingly  by  the  time  the  buncli  was 
fkTr?hS  the  fence  before  the  crowd.  Blue 
Pet^  was  seated  on  Whiskers  and  the  grey 
stood   half   choked   at   the  other  end  of  his 

'Twkwardly  the  half-breed  chmbed  from  the 
saddk  another  cowboy  releasing  his  rope. 
Avvkwardly  he  rewound  it  and  swung  it  to  place 
on  the  pommel.  With  equal  awkwardness 
he  remounted  Whiskers  and  rode  from  the 
grounds,  deaf  to  the  cheers  of  the  crc.wd 
Ten  minutes  later  he   pushed  open  Inspector 

^"  maA'tU  Doctor  Smith   live.   Inspec- 

^""ins'pector  Barker  examined  the  half-breed's 

drawn  face.  -o  ,.    o  " 

"  What's  the   matter.    Pete  f 

"Arm   broken,   that's   all.     But.   damn   it. 

it's  the  rest  o'  the  summer  fer  me ^ 

six  months  'fore  I  kin  git  even. 
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WO  weeks  later  Sergeant  Denton  gave 
up  the  fight,  yielding  only  after  a 
brave  struggle  against  feartul  odds. 
That  three  hours  of  delay  before  tiie 
could    reach    him    had    re-istered    its 


Claim  though  he  had  often  seemed  to  be 
winning.  Twice  they  operated  on  the  shattered 
bone,   but  the  wound  would   not  heal. 

On  the  day  of  the  funeral  a  rancher  on  his 
way  to  town  found  a  wreath  of  expensive 
flovvers  on  the  trail  close  to  the  outskirts  of 
Medicine  Hat>  On  the  card  attached  to  it 
was  the  dedication  : — 

"  For   Sergeant   Denton, 
one   of    the    bravest. 
Sorrv. 
I  had  to. 
Dutch  Ilenrv." 
A  sealed  envelope  addressed  to  the  Inspector 
was  enclosed   in   the   box.     "I   know   I  11  hit 
the  trail  some  time  for  this."  wrote  the  mur- 
derer   "  but  it  will  l)e  by  my  own  last  bullet. 
Tqqu'  o"t    ^^r    vnnrselves.     The    two    bullets 
before   the   last 'will   be   for   Corporal    Mahou 
and  Blue  Pete,  your  dirty  spy." 
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The  half-breed,  arm  in  sling,  attended  the 

funeral      and    afterwards   the   Inspector   read 

him   the   note.    For   seconds  Blue  Pete   said 

°°*Z  Corporal,  eh  ?  "  he  muttered  at  last 
■•Tl,e    d^7cuss!      We'll  see   whose  bullet 
giS  thar    fust  ■■     And    never    a    ment.ou    of 

blotched  pinto  fad^  ^  ^/^^ugTio'S  rn- 
tTesteT'  A^"  the  loUce  had  other  things 
to  thSk  of  The  Inspector  was  struRghng  in 
orivaif wUh  a  phenomenon  in  the  local  papers^ 

SrirhorS^nTcS-Xn^-^^^^^^^ 
their  wa?s    and  he  did  not  beheve  punching 

had  improved.  ^^    ^    in 

Winter    passed.     Wita    tne    ui»i.    " 
the  fetters  that  bound  the  praine  Blue  Pete 

t  he  urned  up  at  the  Post  at  Medicine 
L^d«e  and  told  hi.  trouble  to  his  fr  c^d. 

■•  Thev've  foun'  me  out.  Boy,  he  growiea. 
••  That's  wot.     Guess  I'd  best  ™ove  on 

Mahon  pondered.    "  Why  should  thc>  .efuse 
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to  take  you  on  because  you've  been  helping 

Blue  Pete  spat  contemptuously.  "  Ask  th* 
Inspector.  He  knows.  ....  An  I  bebeve 
you  guessed  it  long  ago. 

Intimate  as  Mahon  had  become  with  the 
strange  half-breed,  he  was  always  reluctant 
to  discuss  professional  matters  with  him.  Blue 
Pete  had  never  seemed  to  him  officially  more 
than  an  invaluable  assistant,  though  he  had 
grown  to  love  him  with  an  unacknowledged 

^^^^Pete."   he   implored,   "don't   give   it  up. 
What    can    I— what    can     we    do     without 

-)  »» 
^°The   frankness   of   the   appeal   emban-assed 
the  half-breed.     Close  as  his  unaffected  sim- 
plicity  and    faithfulness   had   drawn   him   to 
Mahon.  he  had  developed  an  affection  for  the 
youthful  Policeman  deeper  than  anything  he 
had  felt  in  his  life  before.    No  one  had  ever 
been  so  thoughtful  of  him.     No  one  of  Mahon  s 
class  had  ever  treated  him  so  much  as  an  equal. 
The    unloosed    affection    of    a    harsh   hfetime 
had  attached  itself  to  this  young  man  who 
symboHsed  to  him  the  forces  of  law  and  order, 
and  he  knew  the  breach  would  be  more  painful 
to  him  than  to  anyone  else.  ^ 

"Stay  to-night.  Pete,  anyway.  begged 
Mahon.     "  I  expect  the  Inspector  to-morrow. 

Mahon  could  only  hope  that  something 
would  turn  up  in  the  meantime,  though  no 
plan  was  in  his  mind-only  a  gnawing  dis- 
appointment that  things  had  miscarried.  The 
half-breed,    by    his    very    origin    and    career, 
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was  barred   forever   from    official    connection 

^Su?  mf  leemek  'to  read  his  thoughts. 
"Never  quite  a  Mountie."  he  smiled  sadly, 
la^-ing  his  fingers  on  his  swarthy  skin  An^ 
n^t  much  of  a  'tective  now  they  all  know. 

But  he  remained  that  night  at  the  Post. 

He  was  there  when  an  excited  cowboy, 
weary  with  long  riding,  threw  himsel  from 
hb  horse  before  the  shack,  and  announced 
that  Granth.m  had  lost  seven  horses  m  one 
lot-<:ertainly  stolen.  They  had  followed  the 
trail  towards  the  Hills  and  then  come  for  the 

^  Mahon  turned  to  Blue  ^^^te  without  a  word^ 

but  the  half-breed,  pacing  restlessly  before  the 

door,  would  not  look. 
"  Pete  !  " 
••  Blast  it.  Boy.  yuh've  wasted  two  minutes 

since  yuh  heard  !  "   Blue  Pete  exploded,  and 
made    for    the    corral. 

It  was  a  clear  morning  in  early  June,  ine 
dead  prairie  grass,  flushed  to  a  semblance  of 
Ufe  by  the  luscious  growth  of  spring  beneath, 
lay  soft  and  springy  beneath  their  horses^ 
feet  as  they  galloped  east  to  pick  up  the  trail . 
and  the  fresh  early-summer  resurrection  filled 
their  lungs  with  the  clearest  ozone  in  the  world. 
Here  and  there  across  the  sky  tiny  flecks  of 
cloud  betrayed  the  month  and  rolling  up 
above  the  horizon  a  fleecy  ball  of  shaded  white 
held  the  menace  of  further  rain. 

Blue  Pete  pulled  up  suddenly  and  his  hand 
«hot  out  to  stoD  his  comoanion  as  he  wheeled 
^ide   and   circled    carefully    about,    studying 
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marks  scarcely  visible  to  Mahon.  Dismounting, 
he  examined  the  ground,  a  frown  deepenmg 
on  his  forehead.  Slowly  he  :Umbed  back 
to  the  saddle  and  for  several  seconds  sat 
motionless,  looking  off  towards  the  Hills. 
Presently  his  wavering  eyes  came  back  to 
Mahon 's.  .        ,,  _         , 

"  They're  in  the  Hills,"  he  said.        Gone  by 

Windy  Coulee An'— an'  I  think  yuh  d 

best  git  somebody  else."  ,     ,     ,   ,    r 

Mahon's  only  reply  was  a  steady  look  betore 
which   Blue   Pete's  eyes   fell. 

"  Come  on  then,"  he  said  grimly. 
Mahon  could  follow  the  trail  now  but  his 
companion's  strange  manner  puzzled  him.  He 
was  more  startled  when  Blue  Petes  extended 
hand  once  more  brought  him  to  a  sudden 
halt  only  an  instant  before  Mira  Stanton 
ploughed  up  the  steep  bank  of  a  coulee  ahead. 
Mahon  was  dimlv  conscious  of  a  quick  move- 
ment of  her  reinhand.  and  then  she  waved  to 
them   and  struck  off  swiftly  to  the  south. 

But  the  half-breed  was  feehng  carelessly 
for  his  pipe,  and  Whiskers  was  ambhng  along 
as  if  thev  were  onlv  out  for  a  casual  ride. 
Mahon,  even  while  i*;  puzzled  him,  took  li^s  cue. 
He  demanded  no  explanation,  for  even  had  he 
been  able  to  bring  himself  to  discuss  Mira 
with  Blue  Pete  he  knew  urging  would  be 
profitless.  And  presently  the  half-breed  bent 
their  course  off  until  they  dipped  from  sight 
into  a  coulee.  . 

Then  his  mnnner  changed.  Leaping  trom 
his  horse  he  scrambled  up  tlie  bank  and  peeix'd 
out  over  the  edge  towards  the  Hills, Mahon  trying 
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the 


of  incident  of  the 


turned,   mumbling  tierccly,   and  JU'^Pfi. '"'° 
he  sTddle,  he  knew  there  wr3  -''"'^I"^°*£^?^, 
Winding  about,  turamg  sharp  corners— the 
Coniral  knew  every  foot  of  that  «>ulee  lead-ng, 

■e^^p^the":-  and  -debent  over   though  the 

f  rem  S.  and  even  the  steely  pmto  ran  more 

'°°W,en  the  cool  green  of  the  trees  broke  into 
view  Blue  Pete  pulled  up,  removmg  his  saddle 
:;T  moJlning  fo  Mahon  to  do  the  same 

"  Should  we  take  the  time  ?      Mahon  pro_ 
tested  "—-or  are  vou  expecting  a  long  chase  ? 
'   "  We'U  need  'em  fresh,"  was  all  Blue  Pete 

^■°TfeyThrcw  themselves  on  the  ground    the 

half-bfeed's  fingers  5«^1^'°\,'"  ^'?  >fback 
beloved  corn-cob  pipe,  and  Mahon  'y'ng  "acK. 
hiriiead  resting  on  bis  arm,  stanng  oS  to  a  tiny 
bi  offle^  cllud.  Presently  1-  drew  a  let  er 
from  his  tunic  and  began  to  read.  Blue  Fete 
shifted  hU  position  noiselessly  to  watch  his 
companion's  face. 

"  Wot's  that  ?  "  he  asked  abruptly.  . 

•■  £etter  from  mother."    Mahon  did  not  raise 

""ThrhaU-breed  rolled  over  and  stared  frankly 
into    his    companion's    face. 

"Sure!     The  best  ever."     Mahon  smiled  his 
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boyish  smile  at  the  cloud.  "  And  I  believe 
she  thinks  as  much  of  me." 

"  'Taint  no  job,  this,  fer  a  boy  with  a  mother," 

the  half-breed  muttered "An'  I'll  bet 

yer  her  only  one." 

Mahon  merely  smiled.  He  was  thinking  of 
the  sweet-faced,  white-haired  woman  he  had 
left  standmg  in  the  low  door-way  waving 
her  cheery  farewell  as  he  disappeared  round 
the  edge  of  the  curving  road.  Ajid  the  holly- 
hocks were  framed  about  the  dear  face,  and 
the  arch  of  cHmbing  roses  over  the  path.  She 
was  very  brave — smiUng,  the  httle  dimple 
he  had  always  petted  even  as  a  baby  showing 
in  her  cheeks.  Yet  he  knew  he  was  not  out 
of  hearing  that  day  five  years  ago  before  her 
head  was  in  her  arms.  Canada  had  seemed 
to  offer  him  the  golden  promise  of  a  home  to 
bring  her  to.  But  those  first  few  months 
in  the  strange  land  had  been  lonesome — and 
not  so  golden.  Opportunities  were  not  hanging 
so  low  on  the  trees,  and  far  up  there  out  of 
reach  they  loomed  only  through  a  haze  of  home- 
sickness. It  was  when  the  cloud  was  blackest 
that  the  glamour  of  the  Mounted  Police  had 
caught  him. 

BluePete  reached  across  and  touched  the  sheet. 

"  Mind — mind   readin'   a   bit   to   me  ?  "    he 

stammered.     "  Never  got  a  letter Never 

had  no  mother — t'  I  know  of." 

Mahon  opened  the  letter.  "  I  know  them  all 
nearly  by  heart.  Here  it  is  from  the  be- 
ginning :     '  My  dear  boy '  " 

"  Huh  !  Calls  yuh  boy,  too,  eh  ?  "  Blue 
Pete  dropped  back  and  lay  staring  up  at  the 
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same  bit  of  fleecy  cloud  that  had  sent  Mahon's 
thoughts  roaming.  "  Boy— Boy  !  "  he  mut- 
tered ;  and  there  was  a  capital  to  the  new 
meaning    it    had    for    him. 

'"My  dear  boy,  I  was  so  glad  to  get 
your  letter  only  a  week  late.  I  always  worry 
so  when  they  aie  delayed,  but  I  suppose  in 
the  thousands  of  miles  that  separate  us  any-thing 
may  happen  to  make  me  wait.  Of  course  I 
know  too  that  you  cannot  write  the  same  day 
each  week  Uke  I  can.  You  have  so  much- 
such  big  things— to  do.  I  can  only  live  on 
here  waiting  for  your  letters.  That  is  why 
if  they  are  only  a  day  late  I  am  fretting. 

"  Dear  old  mater  !  "  sighed  Mahon,  with  a 
stab  of  shame.     ' '  I  must  write  more  regularly. 

'"If  they  should  cease  to  com©,  if  an>'thing 
should  happen  to  you  away  out  there  with 
no   one   to   look   after   you '" 

With  a  sudden  movement  Blue  Pete  clambered 
to  his  feet.     "  Guess— guess  that'll  do.     Got 

to  move  now."  ,     ,  .    ,    ,,,ti,-  1 

He  picked  up  his  saddle  and  whistled  Whiskers 
to  him.     Mahon,  annoyed  at  the  interruption, 
folded  the  letter  and  thrust  it  into  his  tunic. 
They  entered  the  Hills.   The  sun  was  hidden 
behind  a  rising  cloud  that  was  two  hours  ago 
nothing  more  than  a  beautiful  puff,  and  within 
the   trees   the   gloom   was   deep.     Hour    after 
hour  they  tangled  in  and  out  of  the  wildest 
medley   of   hill   and   valley,    rock   and   forest, 
Mahon  had  ever  seen,   though  he  had   spent 
more   time    within   the    shadows   of   the  Hills 
during  tie   last  two  summers  than  he  cared 
to  admit  to  the  Inspector.     He  knew  imme- 
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diately  that  every  foot  of  it  was  familiar  to 
Blue  Pete. 

A  hasty  luncli  was  swallowed  in  the  con- 
cealnieiit  of  a  clump  of  low  brush,  the  horses 
tied  that  they  should  not  wander.  Mahon 
gave  himself  up  to  the  half-breed's  leadership, 
but  kept  his  eyes  about  him,  for  this  to  him 
was  an  exjicrience  that  would  surely  be  valuable 
when  the  time  came  for  the  complete  inspection 
of   the   Hills  still   hoped   for   by   the   Police. 

The  wild  growth  that  crowded  in  on  them 
was  confusing,  but  each  physical  feature  was 
engraved  on  Mahon's  memory  for  future  refer- 
ence. Blue  Pete's  intimacy  with  every  preci- 
pice and  ridge,  every  ravine  and  stream — even 
the  fallen  trees  and  rugged  rocks  that  blocked 
their  way — was  to  the  Corporal  a  matter 
worthy  of  more  consideration.  One  deduction 
he  drew  was  that  herein  lay  the  explanation 
of  the  hn  If -breed's  mysterious  disappearances. 

By  isolated  glimpses  of  the  sun  he  kept 
his  sense  of  direction,  as  well  as  by  a  hitherto 
unsuspected  wood-sense  that  depended  in  some 
vague  way  on  tree  trunks  and  leaves,  but 
how  far  they  had  come  when  darkness  began 
to  deepen  among  the  trees  he  could  scarcely 
guess. 

Out  on  the  prairie  he  knew  it  was  still  broad 
daylight,  but  the  slanting  rays  of  the  sun 
only  touched  the  tops  of  the  trees  high  above 
his  head,  and  the  beautiful  spring  foliage 
about  him  faded  into  dim  outline.  Little 
lakes  apjieared  before  them  and  were  skirted 
by  the  iiaii -breed  without  hesitation.  Bubbling 
streams  tumbled  noisily  over  picturesque  ledges 
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into  sombre  depths,  and  great  trees  lay  locked 
in  death  and  rocky  heights  frowned  unex- 
pectedly overhead.  Unseen  life  moved  amidst 
the  undergrowth,  or  broke  away  more  noisily 
at  a  greater  distance  with  uncoucealed  crash 

and  clatter.  _      . 

Mahon's  knowledge  of  the  Hills  was  conhned 
to  their  western  end.  where  Blue  Pete's  assist- 
ance during  the  previous  summer— by  wdiich 
so  many  stolen  herds  had  been  returned  to 
their  owner  —had  directed  it.  But  here  was 
the  very  heart  of  the  unknown  land,  untracked 
and  mystifying.  Mahon  felt  Ike  an  explorer 
who  has  invaded  places  almost  sacred  in  their 

mystery.  .  .  ,     *  -u 

In  the  interest  of  his  discoveries  and  ot  tne 
strange  nature  about  him  the  immediate  obiect 
of  their  journey  had  momentarily  faded  mto 
the  background,  when  Blue  Pete's  hand  went 
up  warn.ngiy.  and  he  turned  as  de,  to  di  appear 
down  a  slope  into  a  tangle  of  trees  Far 
into  the  gloom  he  rode  and  dismounted,  and 
without  a  word  of  explanation  glided  away, 
waving   to  his  companion   not  to  follow. 

Mahon  thought  quickly.  Something  uncanny 
about  the  whole  day's  proceedings  determined 
him  no  longer  to  leave  everything  to  the  half- 
breed.  He  tied  the  horses  to  convenient  trees 
and,  with  every  nerve  alert,  crept  out  on 
Blue  Pete's  trail.  But  he  had  gon--  only  a 
score  of  yards  when  his  companion  blocked 
the  way.  . 

"  Yuh've  got  lots  to  learn.  Boy,"  whispered 
the  halt-breed,  "  'fore  yuh  kin  trail  me  on 
the   sly,    an'   lots   more   years   to   live.     This 
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thing  I'm  on  ain't  a  two-man  game.  Ef  you're 
goin'  to  do  it  I'll  drop  out.  Ef  I'm  to  do 
it  I'll  do  it  alone  —  or  it  won't  be 
did." 

Mahon  returned  to  the  horses.  Minutes 
passed — an  hour.  Not  a  sign  of  human  life 
reached  his  ears.  Then  a  distant  ritle  shot 
struck  through  the  rustUng  silence  like  a  blow, 
and  he  realized  how  dark  it  was.  And  pre- 
sently his  revolver  was  covering  a  blacker 
shadow  blending  quietly  into  the  trees. 

"  Ss-s  !  " 

The  half-breed  led  the  pinto  up  the  slope 
and  along  a  ridge,  and  down  a  steep  hillside 
with  scarcely  a  snapping  twig.  Beside  a  small 
lak€  they  made  preparations  for  the  night. 

"  Purty  close  shave,  that,"  he  said  at  last. 
"  They  know  we're  here — somehow.  Won't 
try  to  take  the  bunch  across  the  border  for 
a  day  or  two  now  ....  Can't  fight  'em 
in  the  Hills  ....  Think  I  turned  'em  off. 
....  Yer  mother  nearly  missed  her  next 
letter.  Boy." 

Mahon  lay  on  his  back  in  the  utter  relaxation 
of  weary  health  and  momentary  reUef  from 
duty.  In  a  few  hours  he  seemed  to  have  left 
a  decade  behind  him  the  treeless  prairie,  its 
glare  and  heat  and  uncertain  winds.  This 
was  another  world — of  shadow  and  peace  and 
cool  green  depths.  The  weird  call  of  night 
birds  that  were  new  to  him  made  him  tingle 
with  pleasant  mystery.  Across  the  lake  a 
pair  of  owls  hooted  to  each  other  sleepily, 
and  over  his  head  the  lonesome  triple  honk 
of  wild  geese  tenanted  the  eery  spaces  of  the 
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air.    Feeding  fish  splashed  in  the  water  before 

him.  ,        .,  c 

In  that  dreaminess  he  ate.  the  silence  of 
his  companion  fitting  into  his  romantic  mood. 

"  Better  go  to  sleep,"  said  Blue  Pete. 

"  We  mustn't  both  sleep." 

"  Go  to  sleep."  insisted  Blue  Pete.  "  We  re 
all  right."  Mahon  lay  back,  but  he  did  not 
permit  himself  to  sleep.  And  he  knew  by 
his  breathing  that  the  half-breed  was  awake 

•  That  won't  work.  Pete,"  he  said.  Ill 
take  first  watch." 

Blue   Pete  settled   himself.    In   a   moment 

he  spoke.  , 

"  Tklember  how  yuh  came  ?  We  re  bout 
two  miles  in  the  Hills— straight  in.  .  .  .  Ten 
the  way  we  came.  Straight  to  the  norths 
the  neardest  way  out.  South  you'd  get  lost 
in  the  lakes  and  hills." 

"  I'm  not  fretting,  Pete,"  laughed  the  Cor- 
poral. "  I  can  see  the  Hills  have  few  secrets 
from  you." 

"  Don'  trust  nobody  every thm  .  .  .  Some 
time — some  time  yuh  may  hev  to  do  things 
over  fer  yerself  Keep  yer  head  an'  yer  all 
right.    Yer  mother  don'  need  to  fret." 

Mahon  sat  listening  to  the  night  life  with 
thrills  to  which  he  permitted  his  imagination 
full  play.  Dimly  through  the  overhanging 
trees  and  over  the  lake  he  caught  glimpses  of 
stars  among  the  gathering  clouds,  snatches  of 
wonderful  scintilla  like  the  twinkling  Ights 
of  a  distant  city.  Welcoming  the  illusion,  he 
divided  the  lights  into  stre-ets-  with  the  bright 
star    for    his   mother's    window.     The    leaves 
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stirred  softly  now  and  then  to  remind  him  of 
the  earth,  but  the  inverted  starry  vault  looking 
up  at  him  from  the  smooth  surface  of  the 
lake  thrust  him  back  again  to  the  new  dream- 
world he  had  built  for  himself. 

At  one  o'clock  he  wakened  Blue  Pete  and 
sank  to  sleep  in  the  curve  of  his  saddle.  As 
he  drowsed  off  he  heard  in  a  vague  way  the 
half-breed's  voice. 

"  Don'  forget,  Boy,  the  north's  fht  neardest 
way  out   .    .    .    ." 

He  wakened  suddenly.  He  felt  something 
was  wrong  long  before  he  knew  what  it  was. 
Broad  daylight  was  about  him,  glistening  over 
the  lake  at  his  feet,  lighting  the  cool  depths 
among  the  trees  at  its  edge  and  softening 
off  into  romantic  dimness  in  the  woods  beyond. 
Mars  was  munching  the  luxuriant  grass  at 
the  water's  edge,  anJ  across  the  lake  among 
the  trees  a  pair  of  deer  peeped  at  him  with 
shy  inquisitiveness. 

But  Blue  Pete  and  Whiskers  were  not  there. 
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CHAPTER  XI 


MIRA  S  SECRET 


HAD  Helen  Parsons  expressed  herself 
on  life  at  the  3-bar-Y  ranch,  she 
would  have  ascribed  to  it  a  fascina- 
tion that  might  naturally  account 
for  her  frequent  and  extended  visits.  She 
realized  the  ugliness  of  the  valley,  the  upset 
of  t:ie  home,  the  disorganization  that  prevailed 
from  ranch-house  to  herds ;  but  after  her 
early  association  with  it  its  drabness  failed  to 
counterbalance  the  kindness  and  shy  hospi- 
tality of  its  occupants,  the  thrill  of  its  oppor- 
tunities for  untrammelled  outdoor  life,  and  the 
excitement  of  great  herds  and  real  cowboys. 
That  was  as  far  as  the  utmost  frankness  would 
have  permitted  her  to  go  even  with  herself. 
With  the  advance  of  her  ranch  education 
came  the  new  wonders  of  the  Cypress  Hills. 
Day  after  day  she  spent  where  no  legal  errand 
had  taken  man  before  ;  but  of  her  trips  she 
spoke  in  detail  to  no  one.  Sometimes  Mira 
went  with  her,  on  which  expeditions  she  con- 
tented herself  with  less  intricate  wanderings, 
Mira  professing  no  knowledge  of  the  Hills'  secrets 
but    leaving    the    lead    always    to    Helen. 

This  i^uinniei  the  two  i^iris  were  less  together. 
A    strange    shyness    had    developed    in    Mira. 
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She  laughed  less,  talked  less,  went  about  her 

cousin  Helen  struggled  to  take  her  out  of 
herself  by  teaching  her  new  home  ar?s  by 
helping   her   with    her   clothes,    in    wl^ch    the 

IZTaF^  "'^"^  ^"^'^^  ^^  b^  interested  But 
while  Mira  went  out  on  her  wild  mount  more 

[n  Tv,  ^^'u  ""^T  ^^'''  ^"'"^e^  had  she  been 
m  the  Hills  with  Helen.     She  seemed  to  have 

?  uT'^^^  '°  ^^^"^'  to  seek  solitude  inio 
which  her  anxious  cousin  was  unable  to  pene° 

June  f  und  Helen  at  tl..  ranch.  Welcome 
as  she  knew  she  was,  there  was  a  pemtxme 
constramt  m  the  manner  of  the  brother^  af 

a'way'from   f"''     i°^   \°^    ^'^   were   much 
wirepin  nT^nT",'  ^^   ^he   ^P^ng   round-ups 
were  in  plan,  and  hard  and  continued  ridin^r 
was    necessary.     There    was    also    a    natural 
anxiety  about  the  cattle  and  horses  ate  an 
unusually  severe  winter.     Mira  and  Hefen  were 
thus   sometimes   alone   about    the   ranch    bu? 
for  the  maid,  though  Mira's  work  on  the  ranges 
hriLf "  '  panderings  in  the  Hills  did   not 
bring  them  closer   together.     Helen   beean   to 
pay    more    attention    to    the  housework    and 
to  the  fostenng  in  Mira  of  an  evident  desire  to 
ape  more  closely  the  ways  of  the  tov^ t'men 
And     Mira   was   grateful    in    t.or   „„u       ""■"• 
way  but  said  Uttle  embarrassed 

The  brothers  had  been  absent  for  two  davs 

b   heH    'f  °"'  "«'''■  '°"8  ^f"  tl«^  gWs  were 

he  was  gone  when  sh'e 'a^'^ared"  af  bSast 
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and  Mira  was  waiting  in  her  riding  clothes 
with  some  impatience.  Half  an  hour  later 
she  was  off,  leaving  Helen  to  look  after  the 
house  and  the  meals  of  a  few  cowboys  at 
work  repairing  the  buildings. 

Not  until  darkness  had  fallen  did  Mira 
return,  tired,  hungry,  silent.  But  at  sight  of 
the  house-dress  Helen  had  made  for  her,  with 
long  sleeves  and  a  V-shaped  collar  edged  with 
three  rows  of  narrow  braid,  she  brightened. 
She  stood  before  the  mirror  a  long  time,  testing 
eagerly  it*?  narrow  skirt,  and  admiring  the 
length  tha^  made  her  appear  older  and  more 
dignified. 

"  I  look  like  a  lady,"  she  said,  with  awe 
in  her  voice.  "  If  I  could  only  do  what  you 
ladies  do — just  as  I  ride  a  horse  and — and 
things !  ....  If  I  could  cook  cakes  and 
make  salads,  like  you  do  !  If  I  could  read 
and  write  without  pretty  near  screaming  from 
the  strain  of  it !     If " 

"  Don't  call  me  a  lady,  Mira,"  protested 
Helen  lightly.  "  I'm  a  woman — that's  all  I 
want  to  be — like  yourself  or  anyone  else  who's 
decent.  I've  more  reason  to  be  jealous  of  you. 
Everything  I  do  that's  worth  while  you  do, 
when  you  try,  and  much  you  do  that  I  can't." 

She  sobered,  as  Mira  dreamily  shook  her 
head. 

"  vVhat  have  years  of  education  and  piles 
of  money  done  for  me,"  she  persisted,  "  more 
than  to  teach  me  to  read  and  write  ?  And 
here  you  do  both  almost  as  well,  though  you 
have  lived  on  the  prairie  all  your  life  and 
never  spent  a  day  in  school." 
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A  sudden   thou^^ht  came  to   her. 
''Who    has    tau-ht   you- for    I'm    sure   Joe 
and  Jim   are   too   busy  ?     Vou  couldn't   have 
picked    It    up    yourself.     Who    tau-lit    you  ?  " 
Mira  flushed  and  bent  her  attention  to  the 
rows  of  braid  on  the  edge  of  the  sleeves. 

1  don  t  tell  the  boys,"  she  said.  "  They'd 
laugh  at  me -though  I  guess  they  know  It 
was— him,  Corporal  Mahon." 

That  one  word  "  him  "  told  Helen  what  she 
had   long   suspected,    and    she    was   sorry    she 
had  asked.     Something  about  her  cousin  s  con- 
tused but  frank  confession  gave  her  an  unfair 
insight  into  Mira's  private  alTairs  and  opened 
a  chapter  in   the  Corporal's  life   that    should 
have   been   told   only   by   himself.     That   was 
her  first  feeling,  but  there  followed  a  great  sur- 
prise   that   only    later   became    a    pang      Was 
Mira  justihed  in  that  soft,  meaningful  "  him  "  ? 
Helen  saw  no  answer  that  could  satisfy  her 
i-.ither  her  innocent  young  cousin  was  fondling 
feehngs    that    must    lead    to    false    hopes,    or 
Corporal  Mahon She  strained  from  com- 
pleting the  thought. 

"     Corporal  Mahon  is  one  of  the  be.st  of  the 
Mounted   Police,"  she  told   Mira   bravely 

He  s— grand  !   .    .    .    .   Sometimes  I   think 

so,  sometimes "     Mira  was  leaning  against 

the  window  frame  looking  out  into  the  black 
night.  Oh,  why  didn't  they  get  the  rustlers 
-long  ago  .;^  she  burst  out.  "  If  they  onlv 
nad-il— -  She  turned  frightened  eves  to 
Helen,  and  the  colour  waved  into  her  cheeks 
ana  iclt  tnem  pale. 
"It's   not   quite   his  fault.    Mira.     They've 
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only  four  men  for  the  whole  district,  you 
know,  and  they've  got  back  most  of  the  stolen 
cattle  and  horses  for  you.  Have  you  lost 
many,  that  you  feel  so  keenly  ^  " 

Mira  shivered.  "  No-no,"  she  stammered. 
"We're  all  right." 

"  Even  the  Tolice  are  not  infallible." 
"  If  they  only  had  !  "  Mira  murmured,  and 
began  to  remove  the  dress.  "  I  know  it's  not 
his  fault.  He's  riding  all  hours,  and  he's  a 
brave  man,  and  a  gentleman.  He — he  treats 
me  just  as  if  I  was  a  lady,  a  real  lady." 

"  Don't   talk   that  way,   Mira,"   interrupted 
^lelen  impatiently.     "  Why  shouldn't  he  ?   You 
A-e  him  nothing  for  that.     We're  all  ladies— 
or  women — to  him." 

"  All— ladies  ?  All— the  same  ?  "  Helen  saw 
with  a  stab  of  pain  the  appeal  in  her  eyes. 

"Mira,  dear,"  she  said  gently,  "don't  you 
know  that  the  ladies  you  want  to  imitate  don't 
—don't  show  their  feelings  so  frankly  ?  We 
can't  afford  to.  We  have  to  wait— to  wait 
until  the  men — the  one  man,  shows  it  first — 
and  shows  it  so  plainly  that  there  can  be  no 
misunderstanding.  And  there  may  always  be 
a    misunderstanding    until— until    he    speaks, 

until  he  tells  you " 

"  He  has  told  me  nothing— nothing  .... 
But  I  know— I  known  down  here  "—she  pressed 
her  hands   to   her   heart—"  that   he— he   likes 

me  better   than   anyone   else "^    Her   wide 

eyes  swung  suddenly  to  seek  Helen's.    "  Unless 


it's 


-he    added    in    a    whisper. 


Some  prescience  warned  HelcD 
face  in  time. 


to  hide  her 
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"  I^on't    Mira,  don't  think  of  such  thines 
Corporal  Mahon  is  only  a  rood  friend  of  min^ 
he  has  never  thought  of  me  in  any  other  wa7 
And  I  am  not  thinking  of  him  in  any  oThlr 
way      So    you    see,"    she    finished,   laughing 
tZ?Zt  r^S"^^°g  ^^^ries   for   yourself  and 

nZ  I    J""''^  °°/°^  ^  °^^°  ^ho  niay  or  may 
not  thmk  more  of  you  than  of  anyone  else 
but  who  cert  mly  thinks  nothing  serious  of  me '' 
Mira  caught  her  cousin's  eyes  and  held  them 
If    you    feel    hke    that    then    he    doesn^ 
because-becausel  believe  every  woman  knows  '' 
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AHON  Stared  about  him,  hoping  for 
some  sign  that  Blue  Pete  would 
return.  The  half-breed's  lunch  tied 
to  his  own  convinced  him  that 
his  hopes  were  vain.  And  then  he  remembered 
those  last  words  as  he  was  sinking  to  sleep  : 
"  Don'  forget.  Boy,  the  north's  the  neardest 
way  out."  With  an  exclamation  of  angry 
suspicion  he  threw  the  saddle  on  Mars. 

In   the   early   afternoon   he  broke   through 
the  last  of  the  tangle  into  the  clearer  slopes 
to   the   prairie.     For   hours   he   had   dragged 
himself   and  his   horse   through   an   encirchng 
net    that    seemed    to    enmesh    him    wherever 
he  turned,  a  jumble  of  interlaced  trees  and 
bushes,  of  fallen  rocks  and  sharp  chfEs.    There 
was  no  sun  but  the  sense  of  location  a  Pohce- 
man  must  have  held  him  to  his  course.     In 
an  hour  he  was  at  the  Post  reporting  to  the 
Inspector,  and  by  six  he  was  back  agam  at 
the  western  end  of  the  Hills.     There  he  was 
more   at   home.     He   remembered   that    Blue 
Pete   bad   pointed   to   Windy    Coulee   as   the 
route    of    the    stolen    horses.     All    there    was 
for  him  to  do  now  was  to  pick  up  the  trail 

lis 
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and    keep   on   its   track.     Tlie    Inspector   v.,. 

A»  he  hoped,  the  trail  was  plain  enough 
here  .  but  among  the  loose  rock  washeTup 
by   the  spring   floods   he  lost   it     But   thm 

Snk^!'?;™'™"'^  for  ho«es  entering   the 
Hills  at  this  point,  and  along  it  he  wa-.  oickW 

hrouTlf  the"';  ^   """^  °f  ""-  ''-ts  'eSioel 
he  Ted  him  f  !.     ^'^^'""8   f™"    '»■'   horse 

brand-  s-Wh;  "™"""^  ''""^^  ^"^  f^""?" 
;I^      ,1'     ^.'^■''ght  was  settl  ng  fast  in  there 
and    although    the   sky   overheld    wa     b  ight 

core    o/  ITrf  V"V^''  ^-^^  limited  ,f  a 
score    ot    yards.     As    he    unslung    his    rifle    a 

volley  of  revolver  shots  told    hil,   "f  a  fi„h? 
at  close  quarters   iust   over  the   ridge        " 

Leaving  Mars  anchored  bv  the  siVpnl»  o^t 
o  throwing  the  rein  loose  Vd.aron  the 
rise  O  ^l  P"""'*  '''"^''f  ^"ef"l'y  "P  the 
Pete's  oint^J'"]'   '"P-   '^y   •v^'hiskers,'^B  ue 

the^  Sbre!d"l  X  lyC "bLd^' it""^"  ^ 
few  feet  away  his  big  Svolvef  ''  ^"^  " 
^^Vherever     he     was    Blue    Pete    was    un- 

?^  ae%tStr.X':^^^^^^ 

tasT'fXr;  ^t""'^  h-fo7-tU-d;:?ero'^- 
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As  he  glided  once  more  up  tlie  slope  to 
peer  into  the  hollow  fr')m  wliich  the  shots  had 
come  from  the  darkness  down  the  mcline 
came  the  well-known  voice,  recklessly  jeermg 

as  of  old.  t      '       ' 

"  Come  out.  come  out,  yuh  brave  fren  s    o^ 
mine  !     Come  into  th'  open,  jest  fer  a  second  I  ' 
Then  in  an  appealing  tone  :    "  Won't,  please, 
someun  jes'  show  the  tip  o'  yer  ear  ?  " 

Even  as  Mahon  puz/.led  at  the  chaMenge  of 
an  unarmed  man,  a  flash  lit  the  hollow.  Notmg 
its  location,  he  slid  his  rille  forward  and  fired. 
For  a  moment  silence  more  thrilling  than  a 
dozen  volleys  filled  the  darkness  with  strammg 
eyes  and  ears.  Then  Mahon  realized  the  keen 
sight  of  the  men  he  was  after.  Five  shots 
split  from  before  him  and  whistled  over  his 
head,  one  spattering  dust  in  his  eyes.  Sudden 
movement  flared  in  the  ravine,  the  scurrymg 
of  running  men  who  still  kept  under  cover. 

Dasliing  the  dust  from  his  eyes,  Mahon, 
leaving  Blue  Pete's  arn^  and  lasso  where  he 
had  been  lying,  tumbled  down  the  slope  to 
his  horse  and  spurred  up  the  ridge  in  pursuit. 
Vaguely  he  saw  the  half  breed  movmg  his 
arm  as  he  passed  and  heard  a  shout  of  warning 
—and  then  Mars  stiffened  with  braced  feet. 
A  rope  had  settled  over  his  neck  and  the 
trained  horse  knew  better  tlian  to  rush  to  a 
fall.  Mahon  shouted  back  furiously,  c'  he 
readied  for  his  knife. 

"  What  vou  doing.  Pete  ?     Let  go  ! 
*'  Cut    it   an'    I'll    drop   ver   horse,"    warned 
tlie  half-breed.      "  Vuh  dang  fool  !     Yuh  ain't 
got  no  more  chance  with  them  c'yutes  in  thar 
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in  the  dark  than  ef  yuh  was  butter     I  rliHn'f 
sneak  away  and  leave  yuh  back  thar  t^  I 
yuh  stop  a  bullet  here  ''  ^"^  ^^' 

Mahon  yielded  to  reason  with  a  stifled  oath 
rh:'n,s'trs'  °°"  '^^^^^^  ^^^  whereabo^ts^'of 

auiklv°tn'°>'    ^^"^    ^^    ^^ri'tation    turning 

his  ttroat        ^'^°"''''   something   rising   in 
"To   blazes  with   the  saddle  I    That's   th^ 

sh^  Svt^:"  ^^  -'<^'-'  •  ^t%l  t'. 

Ste'^Sn"""'   "'"'   "P   '"   ^^"""-^   his    dirty 

li'l  tail  wonft  whfstle'?ehind  me  in  The'^nd 
no   more      Npv*»r   i;^   j  • ,  ^^^  wind 

more  on "  the  7i„'l%"?rghts' Ve'r  tf  ^  "? 
ptmchm'.olegal....    fcro^-.^r^l 

acSll  wilyeT^'"'  ^""^  ''*  ^-''^d  his  hand 

cud.3"i'Lv1  .^i"".'  Pt   yuh,    Whiskers.     Y„h 
cua^  >•  help  faiuu"  that  wav  n„t  .1. 

threw  me  safe  from  the  nei"  skot-an'^a"bu'S'e't 
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through  yer  brain  ....  Guess  yuh  won't 
mind  the  wolves  to-night,  ole  gal.  Wish  I 
cud  give  yuh  a  real  fuueral.  but  yuh'U  know 
I'm  after  Bilsy  ....  Bilsy,  too,  now  !  " 
He  straightened  and  raised  his  clenched  fists. 
"  BiLsy,  yuh  low-down  cuss !  Yuh  won't 
outlast  'er  long  ur  my  eye  ain't  straight." 

He  picked  up  rifle  and  revolver  and  strode 
off  into  the  woods,  Mahon  following  in  silence. 
A  mile  perhaps  they  went,  and  then  Blue 
Pete  turned  a  projecting  rock  sharply  and 
pulled  back  a  heavy  growth  of  ivy.  By  the 
blackness  that  fell  about  them  and  the  echoes 
of  the  horse's  hoofs  Mahon  knew  they  were 
in  a  cave.  A  match  flickered,  the  flame 
attached  itself  to  a  candle,  and  Blue  Pete 
pointed  to  a  recess  at  the  back  of  the  cave, 
where  it  was  evident  a  horse  had  often  been 
stabled  before. 

"What  was  it  all  about,  Pete?  pleaded 
Mahon.  "  Tell  me  the  whole  story." 
Blue  Pete  lifted  his  eyes  absently. 
"  Ambushed  me.  damn  'em  !  "  he  exploded. 
"  Was  makin'  back  fer  you.  Feared  yuh  d 
get  lost  without  the  sun.  Guess  j-uh  got  thar 
'bout  in  time, -Boy.  I  was  ridm'  careless. 
Wasn't  thinkin'  o'  things."  , 

"  Why  did  you  leave  me  ?  "     It  was  Mahon  s 
affection,  not  his  curiosity  alone,  that  spoke. 
Blue  Pete  rubbed  his  chin  and  shrugged  his 

shoulders. 

"  Gor-swizzle,  this  ain't  no  game  fer  boys— 
not  bovs  with  mothers.  Kind  o'  reckoned 
she'd  want  that  next  letter  ...  an'  the 
next  ...  an'  the  next." 
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Mahon  seized  his  hand  impulsively. 
^  "  I  knew  I  could  trust  you,  Pete,''  he  said. 
"But  never  again,  never  again.  First  of  all, 
I'm  a  Policeman.  Don't  you  tliink  I  want 
my  mother  to  be  proud  of  me  ?  ...  .  Would 
you— would  you  like  to  hear  the  rest  of  the 
letter  now  ?  "  he  asked  shyly. 

Blue  Pete  shook  his  head.  "  Not  yet.  Boy. 
Reckon  I  got  to  git  yuh  through  this  fust 
....  an'  so  yer  mother  kin  be  proud  o' 
yuh,"  he  added  softly  .  .  .  .  "  Fm  goin' 
away  fer  a  while.     Back   'fore  morning." 

The  masking  i\^-  fell  back  and  he  v,-as  gone. 
A   wolf  howled.      The   ivy  parted   again. 

"  Thar'll  mebbe  be  shootm'  up  thar,"  the 
half-breed  warned.  "  Tliey've  found  th'  ole 
gal." 

Mahon  blew  out  the  candle  and  took  his 
stand  outside  the  cave.  The  same  night- 
creatures  stirred  as  on  the  previous  night, 
but  there  beat  through  it  now  and  then  the 
shuddering  howls  of  feeding  wolves.  Mahon 
followed  in  his  imagination  the  progress  of 
the  half-breed.  Then  came  the  rifle  shot — and 
a  sliar])  howl.  A  second  shot  and  howl.  And 
then  only  silence.  He  smiled.  Some  little 
revenge  had  come  to  the  bereaved  half-breed 
aJready. 

Mahon  was  very  tired.  He  found  a  box 
in  the  cave  and  carried  it  outside,  and  leaned 
his  head  against  the  rock  ....  He  was 
roused  by  some  change  in  the  night  sounds 
that  seemed  to  ha  ,een  stru<'^gling  for  atten- 
tion for  a   long   time. 

It  was  voices,  violent,  arg^imentative.     Run- 
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uing  back  to  Mars,  he  squeezed  his  nose  in 
the  wav  that  meant  silence,  and  retuni-d  to 
the  front  of  the  cave.     He  could  see  nothing, 
but  the  tramp  of  many  horses  came  on,  eacb 
mounted,  he  knew  by  their  regular  pace.     No 
stolen  horses  there.     He  had  to  make  up  his 
mind  qaicklv.     He  knew  these  were  the  rustlers, 
but  he  also' knew  that  to  attempt  to  stop  or 
capture  even  one  in  the  dark  was  so  h^If  i^ 
as  to  kill  the  suggestion  instantly.     And  the 
stea.liness  of  their  advance  showed  they  were 

on  famihar  trails.  ,,      ,     ^:^«      •«  T 

"  Damn  it  '  "  growled  a  subdued  voice.  1 
sure  have  the  flim-flams.  Missed  him  a  mde. 
Couldn't  do  no  better  than  get  the  pinto. 
Someone  laughed  shaq)ly. 
"You  needn't  laugh,  Shm."  snarled  the 
first  voice.  "  You  didn't  get  anvthing,  and 
you  had  a  fine  chance  at  the  Policeman 

A  third  voice  broke  in,  and  at  the  farst 
note  Mahon  started.  About  it  A'as  something 
so  bewilderingly  famihar  that  ^e  rapidly  ran 
over  in  his  mind  all  the  rustlers  he  had  '^-er 

^".^toT -ur  ro^ving."  it  ordered.  "  And 
vou  fellows  got  to  quit^thisjoose  shooting 
business,  too.  when  you  re  with  us.  We  re 
after  horses,  not  the  Pohce.  No  and  not 
Blue  Pete  either.  When  you  want  to  shoot 
anyone  just  for  a  personal  spite,  keep  it  tiU 
you're  alone.  Now  shut  up.  There  s  no  know- 
ing where  they  are."      ,      „      ,  „  ^_ 

•'Stop  talking  so  loud,  all  of  you.  com- 
manded  another  voice  sharply.  ^^ 

Mahon  knew  that  voice  instantly  and  crept 


•^Jfc^, 
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forward,  resting  his  rifle  against  a  tree.  The 
riders  came  on  in  silence,  but  only  a  few  yards 
away  altered  their  course  and  mounted  the 
ridge,  Mahon  dropped  his  rifle.  Even  had 
they  been  within  touch  he  could  have  done 
notiiing,  for  in  the  darkness  they  would  all 
look  alike.  Over  the  ridge  he  crept  on  their 
traiL 


CHAPTER  XIII 

THE  CHASE  OF  THE  RUSTLERS 

DAYLIGHT  had  but  commenced  to  out- 
line the  tree  trunks,  when  the  curtain 
of  ivy  parted  and  Blue  Pete  entered 
leading    a    steaming    horse.      Mahon 

yawned.  .      „  ^    -v  .. 

"  Where'd  you  get  it,  Pete  ? 

The  half-breed  began  to  whistle  unmusically 
through  his  teeth,  breaking  at  last  into  a 
rough  humming  as  he  led  the  horse  to  the 
back  of  the  cave.    Mahon  heard  him  mdig- 

""^^  Why    Pete "  he  began  in  protest. 

"  Th'  ole  gal's  fooled  'em."  Blue  Pete  burst 
out.  with  a  noisy  joyousness  Mahori^f  never 
heard  him  display  before.        She  s  as  tougn 
a  bit  o'  flesh  as  her  master. 
"Whiskers    not    dead— not — —         .... 
"  Divil  a  bit  o'  dead  'bout  her."  chortled 
the  half-breed,   and  in   the  darkness   Mahon 
heard  his  hands  rubbing  together  and  broken 
chuckles  coming  from  his  lips. 

"  When  I  got  up  thar  whar  we  heerd  the 
wolves."  he  eVained.  "I  had  the  shock  o^ 
mv  voung  an*^  innercent  hfe.  I  found  ct 
backed  into  a  clump  o'  trees,  a  bit  siuy  with 
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loss  o'  blood,  an'  'er  knees  shaky,  fightin' 
off  the  wolves  that  ud  come  up  with  the  smell 
o'  blood.  Half  dead,  yuh'd  say,  but  she'd 
got  one  hoof  home — an'  the  wolves  was  fightin' 
over  the  one  she'd  struck.  Gor-swizzled  ef 
I  wasn't  tempted  to  let  'er  light  it  out,  she 
seemed  to  be  enj'ying  herself  so." 

He  chuckled,  a  burst  of  almost  delirious  joy, 
and  Mahon  laughed  immoderately  with 
him. 

"  Bruised  'er  head  a  bit,"  went  on  the  half- 
breed,  "  but  I  guess  thar  ain't  nothin'  thar 
t'  'urt.  Lost  a  gallon  o'  blood,  an'  been  thar 
unconscious  long  enough  to  forgit  what'd  hap- 
pened ....  but  she  knew  I'd  be  'long,  ef 
she  jest  waited.  She'll  help  me  git  Bilsy  yet. 
'Tain't  his  fault  she  didn't  kick  the 
bucket." 

"  But  where  did  you  get  the  horse  you 
have  ?  " 

"  At  the  Post." 

"  You  didn't  ride  W^iiskers  all  that  dis- 
tance ?  "  Mahon  asked,  shocked  at  the  thought. 

Blue  Pete  turned  on  him  indignantly. 

"  Wot  d'>'uh  take  me  fer  ?  She  fohowed 
me — same's  ever  .  .  .  .  An'  she  had  to  do 
some  sprintin'  to  keep  up." 

Mahon  smiled  incredulously.  "  Are  you  try- 
ing to  make  me  believe  you've  been  on  foot 
to  the  Post  ?  Make  it  Medicine  Hat.  No  use 
spoihng  a  story  for  a  matter  of  fifty  miles 
or  so.  Let's  see,  the  Post  is  eighteen  miles 
from   here.     Four  and  a  half  hours,   walking 

one     unv "       Hf     «:linol'     Viic     liooH 
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the  'phone,"  Blue  Pete  said,  half  apologetically. 
And   Mahon   knew      e   told   the   truth. 

"  Why  get  the  Inspector  ?  " 

The    half-breed   shuffled   uneasily.     "  Don  t 

like  the  game— now." 

"  Scared  ?  "  .   .    ^t, 

"  When   Bilsy  said  that,     commented   the 

half-breed,   "  I  made  him  smile.'" 

"  I'm  smiUng,   Pete.     I'm  sorry.     But  you 

wouldn't  quit  now  in  the  middle  of  the  thmg, 

would  you  ?  "  -  r        u         .. 

"  You'll  know  lots  more  m  a  few  hours. 

Blue  Pete  growled. 
Mahon  told  the  story  of  the  rustlers  m  the 

darkness. 

"  We've  an  hour  to  sleep,"  Blue  Pete  decided. 
"  We've  got  to  git  on  their  trail.     Too  dark 

'  ^After  a  short  hour's  rest  they  set  out.     Where 
a   ravine  crossed   their   course   the   half-bieed 
examined  the  ground. 
"  That's  them,"  he  said,  and  led  away  at 

Just  as  a  gleam  in  the  trees  ahead  told  of 
tlie  end  of  the  Hills,  he  drew  up  and  listened, 
and  the  next  instant  was  tearing  up  the  slope. 
Mahon  heard  far  ahead  a  horse  crashing  through 
the  undergrowth,  and  a  few  minutes  later 
Blue  Pete  rejoined  him.  • ,   ,   ,1 

"  We've  got  'em  on  the  run,  he  said  dully. 
"  They're  out  on  the  prairie.  Big  start,  but 
mebbe  we  kin  do  it."  . 

As  they  emerged  from  the  trees  into  the 
nnffv  wind  of  the  open  prairie  they  saw,  far 
ahead,   a   bunch   of   galloping   horses,   led    Dy 
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a  large  white  stallion,  a  half  doz.en  cowboys 
spurring  them  on  with  voice  and  quirt.  One 
of  the  riders  glanced  back,  caught  sight  of 
thein,  and  the  rustl.Ts  redoubled  their  efforts. 

Mahon  and  Blue  Pete  were  pushing  their 
mounts  to  their  utmost.  Straight  ahead  loomed 
the  d;irk  line  of  trees  that  marked  the  border 
of  the  United  States,  a  repetition  in  miniature 
of  the  wilderness  they  had  just  left.  Beyond 
lay  safety  for  the  rustlers. 

Rapidly  they  cut  down  the  lead.  One  of 
the  riders,  facing  about,  fivcd,  and  a  puff  of 
dust  spat  to  one  side.  Blue  Pete's  wild  laugh 
told  how  joyfully  now  he  was  entering  into 
the  chase. 

"  Losin'  his  nerve,"  shouted  the  half-breed. 
But  a  second  shot  that  struck  perilously  close, 
altered  his  tone.  "  Got  to  git  him,  I  guess, 
'fore  he  gits  us." 

The  next  shot  shrilled  close  to  Mahon's  ears. 

"  Wing  him,  Pete,  if  you  can." 

Blue  Pete  darted  off  towards  the  coulee  where 
the  rustler  had  disappeared  after  his  last  shot, 
and    presently   Mahon    heard    his    rifle. 

"  Scared  him  off  ?  "  he  inquired  anxiously 
when  the   half-breed   was   with   him   again. 

Blue  Pete  nodded.  "  Slim  RawUns,"  he 
explained  grimly.  And  that  was  enough  for 
Mahon,  for  he  had  heard  of  the  broncho- 
busting  incidents. 

As  they  gamed  on  the  rustlers  the  latter, 
choosing  safety,  funked  one  by  one  and  made 
for  the  border,  leaving  two  lone  riders  madly 
urging  the  stolen  hoibes.  Up  arid  down  tne 
rolling    prairie    the    chase    continued,    Mahon 


rj '- , 
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conscious  of  a  deep  respect  for  the  two  brave 
ones  who  remained. 

But  the  line  of  trees  ahead  was  coming 
dangerously  close.  Blue  Pete  sat  up  in  his 
saddle  and  raised  his  ritle.  Mahon  caught 
the  movement  from  the  corner  of  his  eye  and 
swerved    Mars    into    him,    shouting,    "  Don  t 

shoot."  ,  ^    ,,  ' 

He  was  too  late.  At  the  report  Manon 
looked  ahead,  almost  hoping  Blue  Pete's  un- 
erring eye  had  failed  for  once.  What  he 
saw  was  a  wild  leap  of  the  white  stdlb-on.  and 
then  a  huddled  heap.  The  rest  of  the  bunch 
stampeded.  For  several  seconds  the  two  lone 
riders  struggled  to  keep  them  in  line  for  the 
border,  losing  valuable  ground  in  the  attempt, 
and  only  at  the  last  moment  of  safety  for 
themselves  did  they  give  up. 

Mahon  had  a  sudden  vision  of  those  stolen 
horses  gone  and  of  another  failure. 

"  1  want  them— and  alive,"  he  jerked. 

"  Can't  do  it." 

He  raised  his  rifle,  took  short  aim  and  fired. 
Blue  Pete  gasped,  and  Mahon,  suddenly  realizing 
the  risk  he  took,  closed  his  eyes.  He  opened 
them   when   Blue   Pete  shouted   jubilantly  : 

"  By  the  jumpin'  Jupiter  !     Yer  some  shot 

verself . 

One  of  the  mounted  horses  staggered  and 
plunged  to  its  side.  The  other,  jerked  aside 
to  avoid  a  collision,  sank  on  one  knee,  pulled 
itself  upright,    and   stood   trembling   on    three 

legs,     bouictmng   nau   bnuwpcTa   m   v^.v.    • 

twist.     Its  rider  dismounted,  and  for  a  moment 
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the  two  rustlers  stood  looking  into  each  other's 
face  eight  yards  apart.  The  one  whose  horse 
had  been  killed  sank  behind  it.  The  other 
placing  his  revolver  to  his  horse's  head,  pulled 
the  trigger,  and  it  dropped  almost  without 
a  kick. 

A  hundred  yards  back  Mahon  a^Hvanced 
alone.  Blue  Pete  had  dashed  away  to  round  up 
the  scattering  horses.  A  pufi  came  from  behind 
the  nearest  dead  horse,  and  Mahon  threw  him- 
self free  as  Mars  crumpled  up.  Rifle  in  hand 
he  advanced,  not  hastily  but  deliberately. 
Two  rifles  covered  him. 

"  You  can't  escape,"  he  called.  "  Tvyo  more 
Police  are  coming  over  there.  You'll  save 
Lfouble  if  you   surrender   quietly." 

"  You'll  save  more  trouble  if  you  stop  where 
you  are,"  came  the  reply  ;  and  Mahon  puzzled 
in  vain  for  the  rustler  with  that  famiUar  voice. 
Ke  kept  on. 

"  You  fool  I  "  shouted  the  voice.  "  You 
can't  take  us.  We'll  fill  you  full  of  lead  like 
Dutch  Henry  did  Denton,  if  you  come  five 
yards  nearer." 

For  a  fleeting  moment  Mahon  wondered  if 
what  he  did  was  wise,  but  there  was  no  cover 
from  which  he  could  prevent  the  escape  of  the 
rustlers.  Sixty  yards  lay  between  him  and 
the  nearest  rustler  peeping  over  his  dead  horse. 
"  Can  you  shoot  him,  Jim  ?  I  can't." 
Mahon  stopped,  a  wave  of  incredulous  horror 
sweeping  over  him.  Then  grimly  he  closed 
his  teeth  and  advanced. 

"  Can't  do  it,  Joe,"  came  the  reply  in  pathe- 
tically   hopeless    tones.     "  Guess    it's    all    up 
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tliis  time.     Sorry,  Joe.     It  was  my  fault   .    .    . 
But  I'm  not  goiI)^  to  be  taken   ....  Good 

bye,  Joe  !  " 

"Jim-Jim!     Wait!" 

The  man  behind  the  nearest  dead  horse 
dashed  across  the  intervening  eight  yards  and 
sank  behind  the  other,  and  two  revolver  shots 
rang  as  one.     Mahon  leaped  forward 

The  sun  struggled  through  a  rift  in  the 
cloudy  sky  and  a  gleam  crept  across  the  dull 
prairie.  It  reached  the  upturned  faces  of  the 
rustlers  and  clung  there,  as  Mahon  looked  down 
on  them  with  reeling  head.  They  lay  there 
left  hands  clasped,  a  small  red  hole,  blackened 
about  the  edges,  in  the  side  of  each  forehead. 
In  their  right  hands  revolvers  still  smoked. 
One  of  the  dying  men  opened  his  eyes  and 
smiled  feebly  on  his  lifeless  companion  and 
fell  back  limp.  Mahon  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands  and  sank  on  the  dead  horse. 

Here  before  him  lay  two  of  the  rustlers- 
Joe  and  Jim  Stanton  1— educated,  wealthy, 
kindlv  preferring  death  to  disgrace,  their  own 
deaths  to  a  murder  that  would  have  meant 
escape     These,  the  brothers  of  Mira  !     A  groan 

broke  from  him.  ,      u 

Something  touched  him  on  the  shoulder, 
and  he  looked  up  to  see  Blue  Pete  standing 
beside  him,  fumbling  his  Stetson.  The  stolen 
horses  were  looing  towards  the  Hills— all  but 
one  that  was  standing  quietly  at  the  end  of 
the  half-breed's  rope.  ^      ,     n^  a 

"  I— I  knew.     Poor  Jim!     Poor  Joe!     Glad 
I  wasn't  in  at  th"  end.     Poor  Miss  Mira  !  " 
"  Poor  Mira  !  "  echoed  Mahon  in  a  n-hisper 
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As   they   were   lopins^   back   behind   the   re- 
captured horses,  Blue  Pete  spoke  again. 

''  Yuh  know  now  w'v  the  ranchers  won  t 
take  me  on— w'y  thar's  been  no  strays  adver- 
tised lately  .  .  not  many  of  the  ranchers 
is  over-squeamish,  an'  them  as  is  am  t  askin 
fer  a  police  spy  to  live  with  'em  .  .  .  1  m 
jpst  about  an  outlaw  now— an  outlaw.  tie 
shook  his  head  sadly.  ,  1  •     u 

"  Boy  "  he  murmured,  reckon  I  km  hev 
the  rest'o'  that  letter  now.  Yuh  lef  ofl  whar 
she  said,  '  ef  anythin'  shud  happen  yuh  way 
out  thar  with  no  one  to  look  after  yuh  .  .  . 
S'pose  ^nlh'll  be  writin'  her  soon.  Well—well, 
tell  her  Blue  Pete's  lookin'  after  yuh,  Boy 


CHAPTER   XIV 


mtra's  despair 

ON  a  dav  tvpical  of  mid-June  in  the 
semi-arid  belt  of  Southern  Alberta, 
when  the  driving  rain  beat  flat  every- 
thing that  would  bend  save  occasional 
ragged  bits  of  rebellious  dead  grass  lashed  before 
the  wind,  Mira  rode  slovly  over  the  sodden 
prairie,  her  draggled  skirt  clmgmg  to  the 
horse's  back,  her  waist  sticking  to  her  body 
in  disfiguring  hnes.  From  finger  tips,  hat 
brim  and  the  end  of  her  soggy  boots  the 
rain  ran  in  unheeded  rivulets.  Now  and  then 
she  whistled  drearilv  to  the  wolf-hounds  run- 
ning behind,  their  Hthe  bodies  arched  agamst 

the  storm.  .        t^     »*. 

"  Come,    Neptune   •   ;^  •    •   1^^°  '        ^°°  * 
make  me  scold — now  1  "  ,       j 

Two  drops  that  were  not  ram  gathered  on 
her  eveUds  and  mingled  with  the  moisture 
on  her  cheek,  but  she  wiped  them  away  wnth 
a  dripping  hand  and  shut  her  lips  firmly. 

'  Back  Juno  !  "  One  of  the  hounds  was 
looking  up  into  her  face.  "  Not  where  I  can 
'^ee  you    Juno,  dear.     I  couldn  t  stand  it. 

At  the  edge  cf  the  Hill  she  turned  to  the 
east,  pulling  up  z.'.  last  beside  a  lake  to  watch 
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the  return  storm  that  beat  up  from  the  water 
with  the  force  of  the  rainfall.  A  slight  uneven 
mist  hui  1^'  close  t(j  the  surface,  and  her  eyes 
strained  thoughtfully  into  it.  Glanchig  guiltily 
about,  she  drew  a  carefully  wrapped  parcel 
from  beneath  one  arm  where  she  had  been 
holding  it   tight  against  her  body. 

With  wet  eyes  slie  stared  down  at  the  three 
books  it  contained,  turning  over  page  after 
page,  reading  snatches  here  and  there  and 
all  the  time  protecting  them  anxiously  with 
her  bent  head.  Suddenly  she  closed  the  last 
one  with  a  bang  and,  forcing  her  horse  into 
the  water,  flung  them  far  from  her  into  the 
mist.  Then  she  whirled  about  and  rode  madly 
up  the  slope,  the  dogs  whimpering  behind. 

In  the  shadows  she  dismounted.  As  the 
dogs  crowded  about  to  nuzzle  her  hands,  she 
shuddered  and  withdrew  them,  staring  down 
on  the  faithful  creatures  with  a  rending  pain 
in  her  eyes. 

"  No,  no,  Juno  !  Down.  Jupiter  !^  I  mustn't, 
mustn't  funk  it — for  your  sakes." 

She  disappeared  among  the  trees,  the  dogs 
remaining  at  her  order. 

"  Neptune,  come  !  " 

At  the  sharp  command  one  of  them  dashed 
forward.  The  report  of  a  revolver  struck 
heavily  through  the  storm,  answered  by  a 
short  yelp  ....  and  then  only  the  drip- 
ping on  the  leaves  and  the  swishing  in  the 
treetaps. 

"  Jupiter,  come  !  " 

Another  dog  obeyed  ....  Another  shot 
and  the  answering  yelp. 
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"  Minerva !  "  ,       ^u 

Tlic  two  do^s  left  looked  at  each  other 
uncertainly.  An  unfamiliar  tone  had  hardened 
the  voice  they   loved. 

"  Minerva,  come  !  " 

This  time  there  was  no  hesitation.  One 
lone  dog  heard  the  shot  and  the  cry  of  be- 
wildered agony,  and  a  stifled  whine  broke  from 
her. 

•  IT  I     " 

Tuiro^strained  back  and  forward  at  the  harsh 
command,  sniffing  into  the  trees    whimpering 
the  storm  roaring  louder  in  the  treetops  and 
sending  showers  of  water  over  her. 

"  Tuno.  here  !  "  ^  ,  , 

But  Tnno  had  worked  out  her  owri  problem. 
Slinking  backward  Uke  a  wolf,  she  faded  into 

the  shadows.  ,        •     i. 

Mira  appeared,  a  strange  glare  in  her  eyes 
one  lip  bleeding.  She  did  not  call  again  but 
leaped  into  the  saddle  and  lashed  her  horse 
recklesslv  through  the  thinning  trees  as  if 
tlt^^ing  a  pursuing  wraith.  At  the  very  edge 
of  the  prairie  she  pulled  up,  the  ghastly  stare 
cone  her  hands  trembhng  on  the  reins.  A 
tear  "  squeezed  through  her  closed  eyes  and 
with  a  half  articulated  cry  she  threw  herself 
on  the  wet  ground. 

"  Mv  dogs,  mv  dogs  !  she  moatied.  .  ... 
"  And'  Tnno  knew  !  But  there  am  t  nobody 
cares  lor  any  of  us  now.  I've  got  to  leave 
.t  all-and  I  couldn't  give  you  to  strangers^ 
There's  nobodv  to  put  a  bullet  m  me  and  end 
it  all.  Ive  got  to  live—I've  got  to  iive— and 
hate.     Oh,  how  I  hate  !  " 
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Her  littU'  fists  clenclifd  beiu-atli  her  head- 
Tlu-  horse  heiit  ovi-r  her  and  nosed  at  her  damp 
shoulder  ;  and  her  hand  went  up  to  its  ears. 

"  I  can  kcc])  you,  Toddles.     'Cause  I'll  need 

you— to  get  even And  we  ?ri7/ ^et  even, 

won't  we,  Toddles Damn  them  !  " 

As  regardless  of  the  storm  as  the  weeping 
girl,  Blue  Pete  loped  Whiskers  up  Windy 
Coulee  into  the  Hills.  Hesitatingly,  tremblingly, 
he  crept  towards  the  strange  sounds,  so  that 
she  did  not  hear  him  as  he  stood  helplessly 
forlorn  beside  her,  his  ragged  Stetson  in  his 
hands. 

"  Don't,  don't  Miss  Mira  I  "  he  burst  out. 
"  Please  !  " 

"  Go  'way,  Pete,  do  go  'way,"  she  wailed. 

"Can't    I-  I    do    somethin' ?  " 

"  Just  go  'way,"  she  repeated.  "  Do  leave 
me  alone,  Pete." 

Obediently  he  wheeled  Whiskers  about. 
"  It's — jest  awful  fer  me,"  he  said. 

She  heard  the  clatter  of  his  horse  over  the 
rockv  ground  and  looked  up  after  him  shyly. 
Somehow  it  helped  a  lot — these  stammered 
woi  us  of  helpless  s\-mpathy .  And  then  Toddles' 
rubbing  nose  revived  her  grief. 

Mahon  was  out  that  day  as  usual  for 
rain  or  storm  made  no  difTerence  to  the  Force. 
He  had  been  to  town  and  from  a  long  talk 
with  the  Inspector  was  riding  back  v\'ith  new 
phases  of  the  problem  in  his  mind.  He  scarcely 
knew  why  he  sloped  off  to  the  east  and  made 
for  the  Hills,  -nstead  of  returning  straight 
to  the  Post.  The  utter  drabness  of  things 
made  him  depressed  ;  he  did  not  want  to  meet 


MIRA'S  DESPAIR  I39 

his    companions.     Before    Windy    Coulee     he 
stopped,  then  slowly  drifted  up  into  the  trees. 
He  came  on   her  outstretched   in  the   rain, 
one  arm  beneath  her  head,  the  other  beating 
the  ground  in  her  grief  ;  and  the  pity  of  it  tore 
him   as   few   things   had   affected    him   before. 
He    had    not    seen    her    since    the    death    of 
her  brothers— somehow  he  did  not  Qjvre  face 
her  after  his  part  in  the  tragedy.     Helen  was 
at  the  ranch,  and  from  her  he  had  heard  some- 
thing of  the  wild  sulTering  of  the  uncontrolled 
girl.     He  dismounted  beside  her,  tongue-tied. 
He  wanted  to  take  her  in  his  arms  and  com- 
fort her,  she  seemed  so  alone  now,  so  much  in 
need  of  the  love  he  was  convinced  he  felt  for 
her.     The  male  of  him  longed  to  protect  her. 
Mira  did  not  raise  her  head  when  she  heard 
him,  but  the  violence  of  her  sobs  grew  less. 

"  Do  leave  me  alone,  Pete,"  she  sobbed. 
"  Ain't  I  never  to  do  what  I  feci  like  any  more  ? 
Damn  it,  get  out  !  " 

She  raised  her  head  in  sudden  fury. 
"  You  !  "  she  gasped.  "  You  !  " 
The  rudeness  of  her  language  brought  Mahon 
to  his  senses.  WTiat  he  saw  now.  though 
his  pity  remained,  was  a  wild  creature  of  un- 
tamed instincts  and  untrained  nnnd.  He 
realised  that  her  hfe  was  bound  in  chains  his 
best  efforts  could  not  break  ;  he  saw  her  be- 
draggled dress  and  tousled  hair  aS  the  symbols 
of  a  spirit  whose  fellowship  with  the  prairie 
was  too  intimate  for  him  to  share.  Kvery 
clinging  bit  of  sodden  drapery  on  her  blotted 
out  the  beautiful  lines  that  had  been  so  essen- 
tiallv  Mira. 
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The  reaction  came.  The  snobbery  and  in- 
tolerance of  his  opening  eyes  was  like  sacrilege, 
the  tearing  down  of  an  image  that  had  once 
meant  so  much  to  him. 

And  then  he  was  looking  into  the  black  round 
hole  of  her  revolver. 

"  I've  got  you  now,"  she  hissed.  "  You 
murderer  !  You  killed  them.  I  didn't  think 
I'd  get  even  so  soon."  A  mad  snatch  of 
laughter  twisted  her  face.     "  I've  prayed  for 

this and  now "     She  swallowed, 

as  if  the  fury  in  her  was  a  tangible  thing  crowd- 
ing   into    her    throat.     "  You    thought — you 
thought  3'ou'd  learn  me  things — to  read  and 

write to  make  me  what  you  think 

a  girl  should  ought  to  be.     Bah  !     You're  a 
murderer — a    damned    murderer  !  " 

There  was  nothing  he  could  say,  but  a  mist 
came  before  his  eyes  and  he  shuddered 
violently. 

"Oh  !  "  she  sneered,  "  you  ain't  so  brave 
when  the  drop's  on  you.     Now  j'ou  know  what 

you've  did  to  so  many  for  years And 

you'll  know  what  Joe  and  Jim  felt  hke  at  the 
end,  3'ou — 3'ou '* 

The  intensity  of  her  fury  choked  her. 

"I  don't  know  what  I  can  say,  Miss  Stanton," 
he  murmured  miserj-bly.  The  pointed  revolver 
had  scarcely  entered  into  the  situation  for  him. 
"You    know    the    truth." 

"  Why  didn't  they  shoot  you  ?  "  she  went 
on.  "  Just  one  httle  bullet  and  they'd  have 
been    alive    to-day — they'd    have    been    free. 

They-  shot  tliemselves to  let  you  off. 

But  I  won't  be  so  easy.     I'm  killing 
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things  to-dav— everything  I  love.  A  wave 
of  colour  flooded  her  thin  dark  skin,  and  Mahon 
knew  that  for  a  fraction  of  a  second  his  Ufe 
hung  balancing.     "And   things   I   hate,      she 

added.     "  I'm  ready  to  die  for  it Life 

ain't  worth  living  after  what  you've  done  to 

me."  r        ,        ^1         • 

He  continued  to  stand  before  her,  the  rein 
over  his  arm.  A  trickle  of  water  fell  from  the 
brim  of  his  Stetson  and  he  leaned  away  that  it 
might  fall  free.  , 

"  Get  out  your  gun,"  she  ordered.  This 
won't  be  murder  like  you  did.  I'll  show 
you  how  a  woman  can  shoot.  Ten  yards  11 
do.     I'll  give  you  a  chance." 

He  made  no  movement.  The  pity  of  her 
fury    drowned    every    other    emotion.     ^^ 

"  You're  a  coward,  too,  are  you  ?  she 
taunted.  "You'd  like  me  to  shoot  myself 
Uke-  Hke  they  did."  A  tear  showed  in  her 
eyes  but  she  dashed  it  away  and  peered  into 
his  face.  "  You— you  ain't  really  af raid- 
are  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  ,"  he  replied  quietly,  "  but  not  of  your 

revolver,  Miss  Stanton." 

"  Don't  call  me  Miss  Stanton,  she  cried, 
stamping  her  foot.  "  I'm  not  your  city  girl. 
I'm  only  a  cowgirl,  a  know-nothing  cowgirl 
who  can't  read  or  write— and  don't  want  to. 
I  tell  vou  I  don't  want  to  !  .  .  .  .  .^Wliat  are 
vou  afraid  of,  if  it  ain't  my  gun  ?  " 
'  He  made  no  reply,  merely  looked.  Ana 
presently  ^he  pistol  wavered  and  dropped, 
and   with   a  broken  si-h  sae  climbed  to  the 


saddle  and  galloped  away. 
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Blue  Pete  came  out  from  the  trees,  shoving 
his  revolver  into   his  belt. 

"  I'm  not  a  murderer,"  Mahon  stammered, 

" a  damned murderer.     A  pull  of  the 

trigger — and   what  would   have   happened   to 
her  ?  " 

"  I  knowed  she  wudn't  shoot,"  growled  the 
half-breed.     "  Hed  my  eyes  on  hers — an'  my 
bullet    wud    'a'    got    thar    fust."    Then    he 
shivered. 

"  You  might  at  least  have  told  her  how 
unjust  she  was,"  protested  Mahon.  "  You 
might  have  set  her  right  a  bit." 

Blue  Pete  looked  him  up  and  down  almost 
menacingly. 

"  It's  a  fair  fight,"  he  growled. 
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BLUE    PETE,    repudiated  by   the  only 
life    he    knew,  was  thrown  more  and 
more  into  the  daily  work  of  the  Police. 
Of    his    altered  relationship  with  the 
ranchers  he  made  no  comment  even  to  Mahon 
but  he  and  his  Uttle  pinto  retired  more  and 
more    to    themselves,    subdued,    restless,    un- 
satisfied.   Mahon  read  the  suffering  jn  silence 
and  the  Inspector  often  stt'died  the  half-breed 
with  troubled  eyes.      But  when  either  of  them 
put  their  sympathy  into  words,  however  subtly. 
Blue  Pete  only  smiled  and  shrugged  his  shoulders 
Mahon,  his  dailv  companion,  thought  to  occupy 
the  half-breed's  mind   and  to  widen  his   re- 
sources    by     teaching     him     to     read     and 

write 

"  Wot  do  I  want  with  writin'  ?  "  Blue  Pete 

growled.     "'Ain't    got    nobody    to    wnte    to. 

Never  will.     'T^^•een  eddication   an 

them"  purty  eyes  o'  mine  I'd  be  so  stuck  up 

I'd— I'd  be  tryin'  to  jine  the  Police  next. 

That  ended  it  Mahon  knew  there  could 
be  no  official  place  in  the  Police  for  the  half- 
breed  and,  besides,  he  remembered  his  other 
prairie  pupil  and  was  tempted  to  agree  with 
Blue  Pete  that  it  scarcely  paid. 
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The  3-bar-Y  ranch  was  in  the  hands  of  a 
faithful  cowboy  who  had  worked  for  the  Stan- 
tous  for  years.  When  Mira  disappeared,  Helen, 
though  she  had  hved  with  her  for  weeks  after 
the  tragedy,  never  explained — for  the  simple 
reason,  in  part,  that  she  could  not.  Her  cousin 
had  bade  her  good-bye  with  ^y  affection, 
refusing  to  divulge  her  plans,  only  promising 
that  Helen  would  hear  from  her  some  time. 
And  Helen  had  undertaken  to  keep  an  eye  on 
the  ranch,  though  the  new  manager  could  be 
trusted.  After  she  had  shown  Malion  that  she 
preferred  not  to  discuss  those  last  weeks  at 
the  lonely  ranch,  he  worried  in  secret,  a  few 
abortive  attempts  to  talk  about  Mira  with 
Blue  Pete  being  met  by  sullen  silence. 

With  the  tragic  deaths  of  Joe  and  Jim 
vStanton  rusthng  for  a  time  ceased.  Anyone 
less  famihar  with  the  ways  of  the  prairie  than 
the  Pohce  might  have  been  satisfied,  but  they 
knew  that  the  closing  of  one  avenue  only 
meant  the  opening  of  others.  The  Inspector 
had  been  through  thirty  years  of  it  and  was  no 
optimist.  Besides,  Dutch  Henry  and  Bilsy 
were  still  at  large,  and  their  spots  would  never 
change. 

Three  weeks  passed.  One  morning  the  In- 
spector opened  his  mail  with  the  customary 
annoyance  which  featured  that  part  of  his 
daily  duties.  He  hated  letters — he  hated  mak- 
ing reports — hated  the  formal  acknowledg- 
ments of  the  Commissioner — hated  the  letters 
which  kept  proving  his  unfortunate  estimate 
of  mankind.  The  third  m  the  pile  that  day, 
an  evil-looking  square  envelope,  bore  a  Montana 
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postmark.     Inspector  Barker  read  it  and  shoved 
it  across  to  Mahon  who  happened  to  be  there. 

"  That  sneaking  cur,  Blue  Pete,"  it  said, 
"  has  done  for  SUm  Rawlins.  Now  we  shoot 
on   sight.     Look   out    for   yourselves. 

"  Dutch  Hp:nry  and  the  Gang 

Mahon  handed  it  back  with  a  smile. 

"  You  aren't  frightened  ?  "  commented  the 

Inspector.  . 

"It's  not  because  I  don  t  believe  him. 
We're   shooting   Dutchy   on   sight   anyway    if 

he  shows  resistance But  why  send  us 

another  warning  ?  "  ,  .      ,  ,  ^ 

It  was  Blue  Pc^e  who  explained  later. 

"  Dutchy's  not  bad  stuff,"  he  said.  "  Us 
felluhs  don't  shoot  on  sight  'thout  wamm— ■ 
least  Dutchy  an'  his  kin'  don't.  But  don  t 
imagine   they're   kiddin'.     Yuh've   got   to   git 

the  drop  fust,  that's  all So  Slim  s  gone 

I  didn't  stop  to  investigate I  only  wmged 

him- like  Dutchy  did  Sergeant  Denton.  .... 
That's  one."  He  lifted  down  his  nfle  from  the 
wall  and  cut  a  mark  in  it. 

The  first  rustling  was  reported  thereatter 
from  Irvine,  a  small  village  on  the  railway 
fifteen  miles  to  tlie  east.  From  a  northern 
ranch  a  roan  mare  had  disappeared.  The 
inclination  was  to  believe  that  the  rusthng 
had  broken  out  again,  but  the  Inspector 
shook  his  head.  Dutch  Henry  and  his  gang 
did  not  deal  in  sinj^le  horses,  and  north  of  the 
railway.     He  sent  for  Blue  Pete. 

At   the   moment   the   half-bveed  was   enter- 
tammg  a  gruup  wi    «iviC-vTe-L   ^m.n —  i-^   --^ 


barracks  shed.     His  repertoire  was  extensive. 
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With  rope  and  revolver  lie  was  a  master  hand  ; 
nothing  he  enjoyed  more  than  the  exclamations 
of  surprise  and  alarm,  the  bursts  of  awestiuck 
applause  of  visitors  who  had  seen  nothing  more 
skilful  with  firearms  than  rabbit  shooting  and  to 
whom  a  rope  was  simply  a  bit  of  hemp.  One 
of  his  favourite  "  stunts  "  was  to  place  the 
barrel  of  his  huge  revolver  in  liis  mouth  and 
rapidly  turn  the  cylinder  around  with  the 
trigger.  A  hair's  breadth  greater  pressure  and 
— a  mutilated  corpse.  Tourists  never  failed 
to  gasp — the  strongest  of  them  ;  the  women 
usually  screamed. 

"  Ready  for  a  long  ride,  Pete  ?  "  asked  the 
Inspector. 

The  half-breed,  scenting  excitement,  grinned. 

"  May  be  a  week — and  then  nothing." 

"  Make  it  a  month.  Inspector, — an'  then 
somethin'  an'  I'm  the  happiest  white  Indian 
in  Canady." 

Inspector  Barker  unfolded  his  suspicions. 
In  Irvine  lived  a  hotel-keeper  upon  whom 
the  Police  had  been  keeping  an  eye  for  a  couple 
of  years.  He  owned  a  ranch  south  of  the 
railway  and  his  cowboys  were  notorious  "  bad 
actors."  The  Police  had  already  run  against 
him  for  selling  liquor  in  illegal  hours,  and 
they  felt  satisfied  that  to  liis  many  other 
vices  he  added  a  bit  of  rustling.  Several 
times  they  had  collected  evidence  enough  for 
a  good  chance  of  conviction,  but  they  care- 
fully held  their  hands  until  punishment  was 
certain. 

B  ue  Pete  and  Whiskers  moved  eastward 
by  the  indistinct  trail  north  of  the  railway, 
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to  his  right  an  unbroken,  prac  ically  unknown 
country  that  extended  almost  two  hundred 
miles  northward  before  it  reached  tb.e  settle- 
ments along  the  railway  running  eastward 
from  Edmonton.  When  he  came  within  sight 
of  Irvine  he  shifted  his  course  to  the  north. 
The  owner  of  the  lost  roan  told  where  the 
herd  was  when  last  the  horse  was  seen  ;  and 
the  rest  of  the  day  he  spent  there  ranging 
abimt.  Some  time  later  the  ugly  pinto  was  seen 
by  a  cowboy  loping  southward  across  the 
railway  several  miles  further  east.  And  then 
no  word  of  him  for  two  weeks. 

One  wild,  windy  day.  when  even  the  small 
stones  on  the  streets  of  Medicine    Hat    swirled 
in  the  eddies,  and  the  wires  shrilled  and  whined, 
Blue  Pete  rode  into  the  barracks  yard.     Before 
him.  one  arm  tied  so  that  fast  riding  would  be 
extreme   agony,   rode   a   sorry   looking   fellow, 
what  remained  of  a  once  impudent  cowboy. 
head  hanging,  body  sagging,  humiliation  and 
dejection  in  every  line.     And  traiUng  behmd 
Whi  kers'    mmp,    arched    against    the    wind, 
came    the    roan    mare.     Ten    minutes    earlier, 
just  outside  the  town.  Blue  Pete  had  released 
the  rope  from  the  neck  of  his  captive's  mount  . 
he   was  taking  no  chances.     At  sight  of  the 
^roup   Inspector   Barker   rubbed   his  hands. 
"  The  roan  marc,  I  bet  my  hat,"  he  chortled. 
"  Yer  takin'  awful  chances."  was  Blue  Pete's 
sarcastic  comment. 

Two  weeks  of  almost  sleepless  ndmg,  the 
last  half  of  it  with  a  rebellious  prisoner  on  his 
hands,  had  left  him  raw  ;  and  the  howling 
wind  had  not  improved    lis  temper. 
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"  Who  is  he  ?  "  The  Inspector  pointed  at 
the  glum  prisoner. 

"  Diinno.  Was  punchin'  fer  Peterson  w  en 
he  stole  the  mare." 

"  Wliere'd   you  get   liim  ?  " 

"  Down  in  Montany."  The  half-breed  chmbed 
wearily  from  the  saddle.  "  I'm  goin'  to  sleep," 
he  jerked,  and  made  for  the  stable. 

The  Inspector  whistled— and  muttered  some- 
thing that  sounded  Uke  an  oath. 

"  Good  lord,  man,  you  didn't  bring  him 
across  the  border  ?  " 

"  D'yuh  think  they  moved  the  border  fer 
me  to  git  him  over  ?  "  jeered  the  half-breed. 

The  Inspector  considered.  "  Pete,"  he  plead- 
ed, "are  you  quite  sure  ?  Wasn't  it  just  this 
side— just  a  little  bit  this  side  of  the  border 

you  got  him  ?  "  ..  ^m  •  1 

Blue  Pete  turned  a  withering  eye.  Thmk 
I  don'  know  ^lontany  by  this  time?  Thmk 
it  ud  take  me  two  weeks  ef  he  was  this  side  ? 
'Bout  thirty-five   miles  into  Montany.   that's 

wot." 

The  Inspector  groaned  and  came  nearer. 
"  Pete,"  he  whispered,  "  how  long  do  you 
think  it  would  take  you  to  put  'em  back  where 
you  got  'em  ?  " 

The  half-breed  angrily  raised  his  head  trom 

the  cinch. 

"  Because,"  explained  the  Inspector,  1^ 
can't  keep  'em  if  you  got  them  over  there.' 

Blue  Pete  sighed.  He  glared  at  the  grinning 
cowboy  and  made  a  step  towards  him— and 
the  grin  fled.  The  half-breed  slipped  the  knots 
of  the  rope  with  a  couple  of  vicious  jerks. 
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••  Now  skin  !  "  he  snarled.  "An'  mighty 
quick  ur  they'll  take  yuh  back  in  a  waggon." 
He  turned  to  the  Inspector.  "  Thar's  the 
horse  anyway.  It  didn't  get  over  the  hue. 
Things  was  too  hot  'bout  then  fer  him  to  take 
It  along.  Yuh  tol'  me  to  git  him— so  I  went 
on  "  He  spat  in  disgust.  "  Ef  I  was  as  nice 
'bout   httle  things  like  that   as  you   I'd— I'd 

go  preachin',  not    PoUcin' Oh,  well, 

he  continued  more  cheerfully,  looking  after  the 
rapidly  disappearing  cowboy,  "  he'll  mean  some 

more  work  fer  me  some  day It's  bin 

a  purty  fair  two  weeks  o'  fun.     Some  o'  Dutchy's 
gang  got  onto  me  bein'  over  thar." 

The  Inspector,  his  sense  of  humour  roused 
almost  to  the  loss  of  professional  digmty, 
cleared  his  throat.  . 

•  We've  lots  of  work  for  you,   Pete,   ngnt 
away.     Dutchy    and    his    gang    have    broken 

out  again — down  to  the  south-east And 

I've   told    the  others    as    I    tell    you    now— 
this  time  we  must  have  the  rustlers  as  well  as 

the  cattle that  is,  if  you  can  get  them 

m  Canada And  by  the  way.  keep  your 

eye  open  for  Mira  Stanton.     I'm  a  bit  worned 
about  her." 

Tiiree  days  later  Blue  Pete  stalked  grimly 
into  the   Inspector's  office. 

"I'm  quittin',"   he  announced. 
The  Inspector  opened  his  mouth  and  shut  it 
in  his  surpnse. 

••  No  luck  ?  "  he    inquired  sympathetically. 
Blue  Pete  did  not  answer  for  a  long  time, 
and   the   Inspector   watched   him   narrowly. 
"  I'm  quittin',   that's  all." 
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"  What  you  need,  Pete,  is  a  good  square 
meal.  Run  up  to  the  Royal  and  charge  it  to 
me.     You'll   feel  better.     You   look   itarved." 

Blue  Pete  stumbled  out,  ate  the  meal 

and  climbed  grimly  to  Whiskers'  back  and  rode 
away  to  the  south. 


C3IAPTER  XVI 

THE  MYSTERIOUS  SHOT 

LATE  into  the  night  the  Inspector  waited 
for  the  half-breed's  return.  At  ten 
he  strolled  over  to  the  Royal  and  then 
went  hor.e,  where  he  lay  awake  half 
the  night.  In  the  early  morning  he  called  up 
the  Lodge,  but  the  half-breed  had  not  been 
there.  Corporal  Mahon,  however,  had  thmgs 
of  importance  to  say. 

"  Give  me  three  days,"  he  pleaded.  I 
want  to  poke  about  in  the  Hills.  Things  are 
happening  in  there  right  now— and  we  ought 
to  know."  , 

The  Inspector  thought  qmckly.  '  Go  auead. 
I'll  send  Mitchell  down  to  take  your  place.  It  s 
quiei  just  now  around  the  Creek." 

That  was  how  Mahon,  with  three  all  too 
short  days  ahead  for  the  fulfilment  of  a  long 
cherished  desire,  came  to  be  one  of  the  thousandb 
of  mysterious  living  beings  that  moved  about 
in  the  unexplored  depths  of  the  Cypress  Hills. 
Following  a  long  alkali  flat  that  extended 
along  one  side  of  Elk  Lake,  he  entered  the 
Hills  by  a  depression  where  his  movements 
were    concealed    from    the    prairie. 

The  expedition  might  mean  much  or  nothing, 
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and  he  did  not  minimize  the  dangers.  Yet 
back  in  his  mind  was  an  unexpressed  hope  that 
counted  almost  as  much  as  the  possibihty  of 
uncovering  the  hiding  places  of  the  rustlers. 
The  HUls  had  long  symbolised  to  him  the 
unravelUng  of  every  prairie  mystery  especially 
since  he  had  discovered  Blue  Pete's  familiarity 
with  them.  Now  it  was  Mira.  Like  everyone 
else  who  thought  of  her  disappearance,  he  could 
not  associate  her  with  any  other  place  m  the 
world  than  the  prairie  where  she  was  raised. 
\nd  of  late  he  had  convinced  hlir.relf  that  Mira 
knew  more  of  the  secrets  of  the  Hills  than  she 
chose  to  admit.  . 

Hidden  within  the  hills  he  paused  to  consider 
his  course.  The  one  spot  he  knew  well  was 
Blue  Pete's  cave.  All  else  seemed  in  his  mind 
to  lead  to  and  leave  that  focus.  But  an  un- 
reasoned reluctance  to  intrude  into  a  secret 
hiding  place  to  which  the  half-breed  had  led 
him  in  a  time  of  stress  was  increased  by  the 
temporary  uncertainty  of  Blue  Pete's  where- 
abouts and  plans.  At  any  rate  he  was  not 
there  to  find  his  dusky  friend.  Accordingly 
he  turned  eastward. 

At  firs<-  he  kept  to  the  clearer  ndges,  riding 
slowly  and  avoiding  rocks  and  fallen  boughs. 
He  had  no  thought  of  coming  on  the  rustlers 
unawares- that  was  impossible  under  the  con- 
ditions—but he  did  hope  to  uncover  their 
retreats,  the  hiding-places  of  the  stolen  animals, 
and  marks  that  might  guide  them  in  future 
chases.  In  this  he  was  to  Kome  extent  suc- 
cessful. He  discovered  unmistakable  signs  not 
only  of  pathways  but  of  temporary  halts  of 
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many  horses  and  some  cattle.  The  manner  in 
which  these  petered  out  into  trackless  wilds 
convnnced  him  of  the  care  with  which  the 
rustlers  handled  the  bunches.  Once  m  the 
Hills  they  could  take  their  time  to  break  the 
herds  up  and  drive  them  in  devious  separate 
routes  that  left  the  minimum  of  trail  and  dis- 
appeared entirely  under  conditions  of  ground 
plentiful  enough  where  there  was  so  much 
rock  and  such  tangled  depths  of  brush  and 
fallen  trees. 

Darkness  had  fallen  before  he  gave  up  for 
the  day  with  an  annoyed  sense  of  defeat. 
Trail  after  trail  had  faded  out  before  his  eyes, 
most  of  them  old  enough  to  defy  tracking. 
It  was  a  stiU,  ghostly  night,  with  the  ghmmer 
of  an  abortive  moon  through  the  overhanging 
trees.  He  had  an  illusion  of  not  being  so  much 
alone  as  the  silence  impHed,  and  for  an  hour 
after  he  lay  down,  horse  and  rifle  close  at 
hand,  he  strained  eyes  and  ears  into  the  sur- 
rounding gloom. 

Gradually  he  came  to  beheve  that  the  very 
silence — where  he  knew  was  so  much  night- 
life—supported his  instinct  that  other  beings 
or  things,  unassociated  as  he  with  the  ordinary 
hfe    of    the    Hills,  were    abroad.     Sometimes 
far  away  he  heard  the  sounds  he  expected— 
night    birds,    water   creatures— and    once    the 
long-drawn    howl   of   a   wolf.     More   starthng 
than  the  silence  then  was  the  answering  howl 
close  at  hand,  a  howl  that  differed  in  a  way 
that  pn7j:led  him.     There  was  something  dog- 
like ai  out  it,  and  it  ended  abruptly  as  if  cut 
off  by  force  or  sudden  alarm. 
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He  rose  wnth  a  curious  sense  of  being  watched, 
and  crept  fifty  yards  away  until  he  felt  behind 
him  the  backing  of  an  upright  rock.  He  had 
no  sense  of  fear.  His  move  had  been  rather 
from  merely  being  under  observation  than  from 
fear.  And  lying  against  the  rock  he  went  to 
sleep. 

When  he  awoke  he  saw  how  well  he  had  pro- 
tected himself  in  the  darkness.  The  rock 
overhung  for  twenty  feet  above  his  head  and 
about  him  grew  a  thicket.  He  peeped  care- 
fully out,  with  memories  of  the  night  before, 
but  the  ravine  before  him  was  unbroken 
woodland,  with  a  faint  gleam  of  quiet  water 
flickering  up  through  the  crowding  brush  and 
dead-fall.  His  horse  was  quietly  drinking. 
He  laughed,  stretched  himself,  and  reached  for 
his  br^kfast. 

But  the  box  in  which  was  carried  every 
scrap  of  food  for  his  three  days'  trip  was  gone, 
though  he  distinctly  remembered  unfastening 
it  from  the  saddle  to  bring  it  with  his  ritle 
with  him  on  his  quiet  retreat  from  the  Thing 
that  seemed  to  be  watching  him.  With  sud- 
den thought  he  looked  about  for  his  rifle. 
It  too  was  missing,  though  he  never  moved 
without  placing  it  in  touch  with  some  part 
of  his  body.  His  pistol  was  still  in  his  belt 
where  he  kept  H  when  out  of  the  saddle. 

Disgust,  rather  than  alarm,  made  him  ex- 
claim beneath  his  breath.  To  his  sense  of 
defeat  of  the  previous  dayV  investigations 
was  added  the  knowledge  that  someone  was  on 
his  track — clever  and  daring  enough  to  rob 
bim  while  he  slept.     That  it  was  only  robbery 
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might  mean  little  or  much.  Impatient  to  be 
moving  he  stepped  out  to  his  horse  As  he 
reached  for  the  rein,  a  mark  in  the  soggy  ground 
beside  the  creek  caught  his  eye,  but  at  that 
moment  the  horse  blotted  it  out  with  heavy 
hoof.  The  picture  that  remained  as  he  closed 
his  eyes  in  a  desperate  effort  to  retain  it  was 
of  a  small  foot.  A  close  search  proved  that  its 
owner  had   taken  only  the  one  false  step. 

He  had  no  thought  of  giving  up  because 
his  food  was  gone  ;  and  his  rifle  mattered  little. 
He  still  had  his  revolver.  And  as  he  rode  he 
thought.  More  and  more  it  came  to  him  that 
the  motive  of  the  one  who  had  robbed  him 
was  to  turn  him  from  his  purpose  rather  than 
do  him  bodily  harm.  The  essentials  for  advance 
had  been  taken  but  m  the  means  of  retreat. 
And  that  mark  of  a  small  foot— high-heeled. 
high  arched !  He  began  to  .veave  curious 
deductions  about  it,  deductions  he  followed 
somewhat  whimsically  until  at  last  he  almost 
convinced  himself  that  some  mental  process 
had    deceived    his    eyes. 

He  knew  better  when,  at  the  end  of  a  long 
avenue  through  the  trees,  he  saw  her  facing 
him.  Her  horse  was  turned  as  if  for  flight, 
and  on  her  face  was  a  sneer  that  hurt  his 
self-respect.  He  spurred  to  her,  and  she  waited 
for  him. 

"  Mira  !  I've — we've  been  anxious  about 
vou.     WTiat  are  you  doing  here  ?     I  thought—" 

She  had  not  taken  her  wld  eyes  from  him. 
her  head  thrown  back,  flashing  at  him  through 
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"  If  you'd  thought  of  it  sooner  it  would  have 

did  me  some  good And  whose  business 

is  it  what  I'm  doing  here  ?  I  guess  these 
Hills  is  free And — nobody  cares  any- 
way." 

She  had  started  so  bravely  for  so  weak  an 
ending  !  He  was  thinking  at  first  how  queenly 
she  looked  in  her  scorn — and  yet  how  lonely 
in  there  in  the  shadows.  And  when  the  break 
came  to  her  voice  his  heart  throbbed  for  her. 

"  You  know  I  care,  Mira,"  he  said  feeHngly. 
"  You  know  I  would  give  my  arm  to^to  be 
able  to  save  you  this  suffering." 

Slie  was  stooping  now  over  the  pommel, 
fingering  the  rope,  and  a  tinge  of  colour  came 
and  went  where  he  could  see  her  neck. 

"  Mira  !  "  he  burst  out.  "  Won't  you  come 
back  to  the  old   fife  ?  " 

"  If  I  was  you,"  she  broke  in  breathlessly, 
"  I'd  keep  away  from  the  Hills.  There's  them 
that  would  hke  to  get  you  here." 

"  That's  why  I'm  here,"  he  said,  brought 
suddenly  back  to  his  duty. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  "  I'll  go  back  with  you. 
I'll  show  you  the  shortest  way." 

She  was  beside  him,  her  skirt  brushing  his 
knee.  The  soft  submission  of  the  beautiful 
girl  was  overwhelming — almost. 

"  I  can't  go  back  now,"  he  said  formally. 
"I'm   here   on   duty." 

The  colour  deepened  in  her  cheeks  and  her 
head  went  back  in  a  taunting  laugh. 

"  Words — words  !  You  always  was  good  at 
them,"  she  hurled  at  him.  and  spurred  into  the 
trees. 
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He  listened  to  the  wild  course  of  her  flight. 
Then  he  remembered  the  Uttle  mark  in  the 
soft  ground  and  thoughtfully  gathered  up  the 
rein.  .       .   , 

The  urge  of  his  thoughts  made  his  nding 
reckless.  Wliere  he  had  before  been  tr>nng 
to  ride  softly,  he  now  scorned  to  turn  aside, 
leaping  rocks  and  trees  and  noisily  crackling 
through  the  brush  and  dead-fall.  His  mind 
was  only  half  on  his  work.  The  horse  gathered 
itself  to  leap  a  fallen  tree.  Something  shpped 
smoothly  over  Mahon's  head  and  fell  about 
his  arms.  He  spread  them  with  a  convulsive 
movement  and  ducked  his  head.  But  just 
then  the  horse  jumped  and  he  was  jerked  from 
the  saddle,  his  head  striking  the  tree. 
♦  ♦  *  * 

His  painfully  opening  eyes  rested  on  a  pair 
of  evnl  countenances  he  knew  well.  But 
mental  effort  was  agony.  His  head  ached 
down  the  bacK  Uke  an  open  wound — he  knew 
it  was  a  wound.  Ah,  yes,  one  was  Dutch 
Henry,  the  other— he  recalled  it  now — the 
cowboy  of  the  shooting  gallery.  He  could 
hear  other  voices  behind  him  where  he  could 
not  see — and  one  of  them  seemed  to  be  a 
woman's.  But  he  was  only  half  conscious — 
it  was  probably  only  a  twist  in  his  dreams. 
He  struggled  to  turn  his  stiff  neck,  but  arms 
and  ankles  were  tied  and  he  fell  over.  But 
he  could  see  now,  and  IVIira  was  not  there. 

Bilsy    was    sneering    down    at    him. 

"  You  Pohce  pup,  you !  Thought  you'd 
make  a  big  scoop  all  alone,  eh  ?  Wanted  to 
he  a  hero,  eh  ?     Well— y'are only  thur's 
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nobody  here  to  put  it  in  the  pai»crs.  What 
ye've  scooped,  youngster,  is  a  short  bit  of  rope 
tied  to  a  tree.  Dutchy,  here,  favours  a  little 
hole  there."  He  jabbed  a  brutal  finger  into 
the  helpless  Mahon  s  forehead.  "  P'raps  ye'd 
rather  have  yer  head  shot  off  with  yer  own 
rifle — accidental-Uke,  or  suicide.  Ha,  ha ! 
Guess  Dutchy  wins.  Sort  o'  perfaired  the  rope 
m5rself  at  first " 

"  Close  your  trap,  Bilsy,"  broke  in  Dutchy, 
pushing  roughly  between  him  and  the  Corporal. 

I  want  to  tell  you,  Mountie,  why  you're 
going  to  kick  the  bucket.  We've  kept  you 
for   that.     It's  SUm   Rawlins.     A  dead  mate 

calls  for  revenge.     You're  the  first 

and  then  it'll  be  that  damn  half-breed." 

Mahon  raised  his  aching  head  and  smiled. 

"  There's  one  thing  it  will  do,  Dutchy. 
Itll  give  us  the  help  we  need  in  these  parts 
with  you  ruffians.  'That's  what  we've  wanted 
for  years  to  get  you  fellows.  It'll  take  only 
one  bullet  to  rush  a  dozen  Policemen  down  here. 
Your  finish  is  certain  anywa}'  as  d'^y light — 
so  it  won't  make  much  difference  to  you — 
you  bloody  murderer  !  " 

Even  as  the  rustler  swore  and  kicked  him, 
Mahon  enjoyed  his  application  of  the  borrowed 
epithet. 

"  What  you  wanted,  Dutch  Henry,  was  to 
see  a  Mounted  Policeman  quail.  When  are 
you   going   to   start   to  try  ?  " 

Dutch  Henry  swung  away  furiously,  and 
Mahon  heard  a  whispered  discussion  pro- 
ceeding out  of  his  sight.  It  grew  warmer — 
and  he  was  certain  a  woman's  voice  was  pro- 
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testing.  He  knew,  too,  that  it  was  Mira, 
and  the  knowledge  did  not  sooth  him.  Bilsy 
came  over,  jerked  him  brutally  to  a  sitting 
position  and  dragged  him  back  against  a 
tree.  He  could  see  them  then,  four  angry 
men  holding  their  rifles  half  poised. 

But  Mira  suddenly  rushed  before  them, 
her  straight  figure  held  to  its  every  inch,  her 
rifle  in  t'  nr  faces  and  her  finger  on  the  trigger. 

"  You  shan't  shoot  him  !  You  shan't  !  " 
she  cried.  "  The  first  to  raise  his  gun  I'll 
let  dayhght  through." 

The  rustlers  glowered  on  her,  fingering  their 
rifles  nervously.  But  she  had  forgotten  Bilsy, 
for  whose  return  from  placing  Mahon  the 
others  were  waiting.  His  voice  came  from 
behind  her,  drawling,  half  teasing,  but  un- 
mistakably determined.  "  Drop  it,  Mira  !  I've 
got  ye  covered.  Yer  a  little  fury  sometimes, 
but  we  ain't  taking  it  this  time." 

Mahon  strained  to  see  what  would  happen. 
Something  had  to  come  quickly.  What  did 
happen  was  as  startling  to  him  as  to  the  rustlers. 
A  report  burst  from  the  trees  beyond,  and 
with  a  yell  Bilsy  dropj^ed  his  rifle  and  sprang 
back.  Like  the  figures  in  a  dream  every 
rustler  disappeared,  Mira  with  them,  scarcely 
a    sound    betraying    their    course. 

Mahon  kept  his  eyes  on  the  shadows  from 
which  he  thought  the  rifle  shot  had  come. 
But  it  was  not  from  there  Blue  Pete  stei)ped 
out  ;  and  his  eyes  too  seemed  to  be  searching 
in  the  same  direction  as  the  Corporal's.  He 
cut  tlie  ropes  without  a  word. 
"  Like  a  play,  weren't  it  ?  "  he  laughed  at 
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last.     "  Blood-an'-thunder   dramar.   with    you 

the  hero  an'  me "  ,, 

"  You're     mixing     the     characters,     Pete. 
Mahon    rose    stiffly    and    stretched    himself. 
"  You're  the  hero.     I'm  only  the  simple  fool, 
the  dunderhead  the  hero's  always^  rescumg." 
"  Rats !     I    didn't    rescue    you." 
"What?     Then    who    did?"  ^ 

The  half-breed  shrugged  his  shoulders.  ^^  All 
I  kin  guess  is  it  must  'a'  bin  a  friend."  He 
picked  up  the  rifle  Bilsy  had  dropped  and 
examined  it.  "  Hm— m  !  The  felluh  that  did 
tiiis  sure  has  an  eye."  He  pointed  to  the  mark 
of  the  bullet  on  the  side  of  the  barrel. 

"  But  why  didn't  you  shoot,  Pete  ?  You  11 
never  have  a  chance  hke  that  again— Dutch 
Henry And  I  thorght  you  were  after 

Bilsy'"  ,,,       ,    1     1 

"  Seems  to  me,"  said  the  half-breed  slowly, 

"  that   you   an'   me   don'  want  no  inquest  on 

this  h'l  affair Thar  seems  to  be  three 

of  us  don'  want  to  tell  wot  we  saw  here." 
Mahon  was  frowning  at  the  ground. 
"  Gad,  Pete,  what  does  it  mean  ?     Is  she — 
He  chose  not  to  finish   the  question. 

"All   you  need  bother  about,   Boy.  is  that 
they're  in  love  with  you,  that's  wot." 
Mahon  laut^'hed  bitterly. 
"  Mira  in  love  \\ith  me.     You  should  have 
seen  us  a  few  hours  ago.     I  tried  to  make  love 

to  her.  I  behove And  she  scoffed  at 

me— scoffed  at  me And  now— she  s 

saved  mv  life I  wonder  if  I  could  make 

her  love  me." 

Blue  Pete  only  sighed. 
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FOR  the  first  time  Mahon  was  sorely 
tempted  to  exclude  something  from 
his  report.  He  tried  to  convince  him- 
self that  Mira's  share  in  the  incident 
justified  her  protection  to  the  extent  of  silence, 
that  it  entitled  her  to  protection  from  the 
suspicions  of  those  who  knew  her  less  well 
than  he.  But  the  very  temptation  ensured 
finally  that  the  Inspector  heard  everything. 
And  it  was  the  Inspector  himself  who  let  it 
go  no  further. 

The  one  great  gain  from  Mahon 's  experience 
was  that  it  proved  that  the  Hills  were  still 
the  base  of  the  rustlers'  operations.  The 
information  simpUfied  the  work  of  the  Police 
and  enabled  them  to  utilise  their  small  staflF 
to  better  advantage  by  ignoring  immaterial 
incidents  happening  elsewhere  on  the  prairie. 
Inspector  Barker  asked  no  questions  of  Blue 
Pete.  He  recognised  that  the  half-breed  had 
passed — and  was  passing — through  troubles  of 
mind  in  which  he  could  not  share.  He  had  his 
own  ideas  of  what  these  were,  but  he  discussed 
them  with  no  one.  Only  he  watched  with 
concern  the  half-breed's  growing  silence  and 
surliness.    The  immediate  point  that  counted 
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was  that  his  presence,  and  the  unexpected 
offer  of  the  cowboy  Blue  Pete  had  pulled  across 
the  border,  enabled  the  PoUce  to  complete  their 
evidence  against  Peterson,  the  Irvine  hotel- 
keeper  and  rancher. 

The  case  was  being  hurried  on.  The  Police, 
anxious  after  two  years  of  suspicion  to  secure 
a  conviction,  wished  to  present  their  evidence 
when  the  proofs  were  fresh  and  their  special 
witnesses  were  on  hand.  The  one  big  diffi- 
culty was  the  tangle  of  brands  now  marking 
the  hip  of  the  roan  mare.  Peterson  had 
done  his  work  well,  and  the  case  was  further 
comphcated  by  the  fact  that  he  had  at  one 
time  owned  the  mare,  his  brand  appearing 
rightfully  enough  mixed  with  several  others, 
some  of  them  obviously  vented  and  others 
uncertain. 

It  was,  therefore,  more  on  Blue  Pete's  un- 
canny knowledge  of  brands  than  on  his  part 
in    the    capture    that    the    Inspector     relied ; 
the  latter  was  simple  fact,  though  the  half- 
breed  refused  at  first  to  enter  the  witness  box. 
But  the  Police  had  not  counted  on  pohtics. 
On  the  bench  that  day  was  to  sit  a  new  judge, 
a  lawyer  whose   previous  record  in  crimiiial 
cases  had  frequently  brought  him  into  conflict 
with  the  Police.     His  poUtical  activities  had 
earned  for  him  the  new  distinction.     Yet  it 
was  not  until  the  Inspector  saw  the  cunning 
face  behind  the  desk  on  the  platform,  now 
weighted   with   exaggerated   dignity   and   im- 
portance,   that   he   evn   mentally   questioned 
his  administration  of  the  law.    Still  he  pinned 
his  hopes  to  Blue  Pete. 
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The  record  of  the  mare  was  traced,  and  a 
cowboy  declared  that  he  had  recognised  the 
animal  in  a  small  bunch  encountered  on  its  way 
south.  Then  Blue  Pete  was  called.  He  lounged 
into  the  box  in  his  loose  way,  his  squint  eyes 
darting  about  the  court  room,  and  seated 
himself  lazily  on  the  edge  of  the  railing. 

"  Your  name  ?  "   demanded   the  clerk. 

"  Pete." 

"  Your  full  name,  please." 

The  half-breed  hesitated.  "  Blue  Pete,"  he 
said. 

"  Now,  now,"  broke  in  the  harsh  voice  of 
the  judge,  "  don't  play  with  the  court.  We 
want  your  full  name — your  surname." 

The  crowded  court  room  was  interested. 
For  the  first  time  many  of  them  began  to 
suspect  revelations  when  the  name  came.  The 
smile  had  passed  from  Blue  Pete's  face  and 
he  glanced  at  the  Inspector,  his  hand  fumbhng 
at  his  chin.  Inspector  Barker  was  quietly 
fuming. 

"  Your  name,  your  name !  "  repeated  the 
clerk  impatiently.  "  Don't  waste  the  time  of 
the  court." 

"  Maverick.  Pete  Maverick.  Augustus  Charles 
Pete — Peter  Maverick." 

His  face  was  solemn,  but  it  did  not  prevent 
the  titter  that  ran  through  the  court  at  the 
impudent  use  of  a  term  familiar  to  every 
rancher  present,  and  at  the  ridiculous  appli- 
cation of  it  to  the  half-breed. 

"  Order,   order  !  "  shouted  the  sheriff. 

Everyone  except  the  judge  was  smiling — 
his  experience  was  too  limited  to  make  him 
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sure  of  himself  and  the  court — but  he  noted 
the   laugh   and   glared    at   the   witness.     The 
Crown  prostjutor  rose  hastily  and  opened  his 
questioning.     With  few  preliminaries  he  plunged 
Blue  Pete  into  the  part  of  the  evidence  where 
his  knowledge   would   count.     And   the   half- 
breed  began  to  feel  better  ;   the  frank  interest 
of   audience   and    court    rather    pleased    him. 
He  told  as  well  as  he  could  how  he  determined 
brands   and   their   dates,    the   kinds   o'   irons 
used,  the  little  touches  that  exposed  to  the 
experienced   the   intentions   of    the   branders. 
Colour,  condition  of  scar  and  skin,  the  length 
of  hair  and  its  coarseness,  the  feel  and  wrinkle 
of  the  skin  under  pressure,  the  story  of  the 
heat  of  the  iron  used  and  the  care  of  the  brander 
— all  these  and  a  score  of  other  details,  puzzling 
to  more  than  half  the  court  even  in  a  ranching 
country,  came  easily  but  in  untrained  phrasing 
from    his    lips.     He    told    when    the    original 
branding  was  done,  when  the  vents,  and  when 
the  more  recent  alterations  intended  to  conceal 
the  older  marks.     Not  one  in  the  room  doubted 
that,  when  it  came  to  brands,  Blue  Pete  was 
in  a  class  by  himself.     Inspector  Barker  rubbed 
his  hands. 

But  when  Paddy  Norton,  the  big  criminal 
lawyer  from  Calgary,  rose  and  gave  the  famous 
preliminary  tug  to  his  ragged  gown,  things 
began  to  look  different.  Norton  preferred  a 
hard  case.  That  was  why  he  was  in  demand 
all  over  the  West  at  some  himdreds  of  dollars 
a  day  Several  seconds  of  strained  silence 
followed  his  clumsy  lurch,  as  he  lifted  a  fat 
foot  to  the  chair  beside  him  and  leaned  on 
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it  facing  the  witness.     Paddy  loved  silences  ; 
he  knew  their  value. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  with  the  Police  ?  " 
he  shot  at  the  half-breed. 

"  'Bout  a  year  ur  two." 

Norton  sniffed.  "  And  all  that  time  yoti 
and  that  atrocious  pinto  of  yours  have  been 
sneaking  about  among  honest  ra  hers  trying 
to  fasten  crime  on  them.  That  s  your  sort, 
eh?" 

At  first  Bfue  Pete  wp«;  bewildered.  He 
raised  himself  from  the  raiUng  and  faced 
Norton  squarely. 

"  Sneakin'  nothin'  !  The  difference  'tween 
you  an'  me  is  I've  b^en  trjin'  to  slop  the 
rusthn'  ....  The  honest  rancher  ain't  afeard." 

Norton's  experience  of  witness  who  turned 
on  him  was  hmited,  for  he  had  always  been 
granted  unfair  liberties  in  the  court.  His 
huge  body  stiffened  against  the  rustle  of 
laughter  in  the  court  room. 

"  Quite  a  pretty  little  speech  !  "  he  sneered. 
"  And  now  where  were  you  before  you  came 
to  this  side  and  joined  the   Police  ?  " 

The  Crown  prosecutor  objected,  but  the 
judge  upheld  the  question. 

"  In  the  States." 

"  And  where  were  you  in  that  large  area 
called  the  United  States  ?  " 

"  Montany." 

"  And  what  were  you  doing  tlere '  " 

"  Cowpunchin'." 

Norton  made  one  of  his  famous  pauses  before 
the  next  question.  He  hitched  his  gown  further 
on  his  shoulders  and  pulled  it  about  the  knee 
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bent   above   the   chair.     Even   the   Inspector 
waited   in   fear. 

"  Now  I  want  you  to  tell  the  court  whether 
you  were  or  were  not  rustling." 

Blue  Pete  looked  at  the  Inspector,  the 
Crown  prosecutor  protesting  vigorously.  It  was 
not  the  career  of  the  witness  that  was  in 
question,  but  a  mere  matter  of  fact.  Was  the 
defence  able  to  prove  Blue  Pete's  description 
of  the  brands  incorrect  ?  Was  it  not  obvious 
that  he  was  right  ?  What  the  witness  did 
years  ago  had  no  bearing  on  the  case.  But 
Judi^e  Ritchie  saw  his  chance  of  paying  back 
old  scores  against  the  Police  and  turned  on 
the  protester  fiercely  ;  and  the  latter  sat  down 
with  a  helpless  flutter  of  his  hands. 

"  Were  you  or  were  you  not  rustling  in 
Montana  ?  "  repeated  Norton. 

"  I  was." 

"  Ah !  "  Norton  did  not  gloat.  The  ex- 
clamation merely  meant  that  he  knew  all 
about  this  man  and  it  was  due  to  law  and 
order  that  the  court  too  should  know.  The 
crowd  drew  a  long  breath. 

"  How  long  were  you  a  rustler  ?  " 

Blue  Pete  was  seated  once  more  on  the 
railing,  carelessly  twirling  his  Stetson.  In  his 
voice    as    he     replied     was     a    suggestion   of 

pride. 

"  Ten  years  I  rustled  with  the  biggest  outfits 

in  the  Badlands." 

"  Who  were  they  ?  "  ^ 

"  Crane  Brothers,  Sidney  and  Conn,  Nanton  s. 

Hughson  ....  Want  more  ?  " 

A  gasp  ran  through  the  court  room.     Every 
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outfit  mentioned  mo  t  of  them  knew,  at  least 
by  name,  every  one  a  prominent  rancher  across 
the  border. 

Norton  broke  in  quickly.  "  No,  no.  That'll 
do." 

"  Thought  it  might,"  grinned  the  half-breed. 
"  They've  paid  you  many  a  good  dollar  fer  wot 
yer  tryin'  to  do  to-day." 

The  judge  misunderstood  Norton's  flush. 

"Don't  tell  the  court.  Teter— Peter  Maverick," 
he  said  sternly,  "  that  Crane  Brothers,  and 
Sidney  and  Conn,  and  the  rest  you  named  arc 
rustlers.     We  all  know  them  here." 

"  And  yuh  all  knew  the  Stantons,  and 
Peterson  here,  and — and  lots  others  I  cud 
name  ef  I  wanted." 

Norton  went  on  hastily  with  his  examination. 

"  So  that's  how  you  know  all  about  brands  ? 
I  suppose  you  had  a  lot  of  brand-switching  to 
do  yourself  ?  " 

"  Lots  of  us  takes  money  fer  wot  we  don't 
brag  about,"  was  the  pointed  reply, 

"  I  suppose  you  could  alter  a  horse,  by 
brand  or  otherwise— even  beautify  your  leprous 
pinto — so  that  its  owner  would  never  recognize 
it?" 

"  Got  a  horse  yuh  want  to  lose  ?  "  grinned 
Blue  Pete. 

"  If  I  had  a  horse  of  any  kind  I'd  certainly 
lock  it  up  when  you  were  about." 

The  half-breed  dropped  his  eyes  at  the 
laughter  in  the  court.  "  Ef  I  did  steal  it," 
he  growled,  "  all  I'd  need  to  do  wud  be  to 
get  a  big  crooked  lawyer  from  Calgary  to  git 
me   off."    The   laugh   was   against   Norton. 
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Norton  looked  at  the  judge,  who  responded 
to  the  hint  by  storming  at  the  crowd  and  the 
witness. 

"  You  might  tell  us  how  you'd  go  about 
altering  a  horse,"  suggested  Norton. 

"  'Ain't  yuh  makin'  'nough  money  in  the 
game  yer  in  ? "  asked  Blue  Pete  inno- 
cently. 

"  It  takes  years  of  the  life  you've  led," 
sneered  the  lawyer.  "  to  make  a  successful 
rustler.  After  all.  I  don't  behove  you  know 
so  much  as  you  try  to  make  the  court  beUeve. 
What,  now,  would  you  do  with  a  horse  to 
change  it  ?  Prove  this  wonderful  knowledge 
of  yours  to  justifv  any  value  being  attached 
to  your  evidence. ' 

Blue  Pete  bridled.  He  started  slowly,  un- 
certainly, but  after  the  first  few  words  what 
he  had  to  say  came  freely,  and  in  two  minutes 
he  had  the  oldest  rancher  in  the  room  open- 
mouthed.  He  told  of  doping  eyes,  of  the 
possibilities  of  carbolic  acid  and  dyes,  of 
tampering  with  nerves,  of  temporarily  changing 
action  and  the  hang  of  the  head,  tail  and 
ears  ;  of  beating  up  lumps,  fiUng  teeth,  altering 
colour  by  certain  injuries  and  scars  ;  of  the  use 
of  drugs  and  of  artificial  tug  and  collar  marks 
to  make  a  working  horse  ;  of  galls  by  shaving  ; 
of  cUpping,   reaching,  docking,  bishoping. 

Norton  kept  his  eyes  on  the  judge,  nodding 
significantly  now  and  then.  Judge  Ritchie 
lifted  a  shocked  hand  to  stop  the  flow. 

"  Do  you  expect  this  court  to  take  the 
evidence  of  this  man  ?  "  he  demanded  of  the 
Crown    prosecutor,      "  A    man    who    admits 
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brazenly,   even  boastf  that  he  has  been 

a  rustler  for  ten  yeai  I  can't  do  it.  No 
one  is  going  to  be  convir:ed  in  this  court  on 
the  evidence  of  such  a  man.  More,  I  feel 
it  my  duty  to  express  my  amazement  that 
the  Police  should  employ  such  a  confessed 
criminal.  If  the  examination  is  finished,  I 
will  call  the  next  witness." 

Blue  Pete'3  expression  had  been  passing 
through  many  phases  as  the  judge  talked. 
From  bewilderment  it  changed  to  confusion, 
then  to  anger. 

"  D'yuh  mean  I'm  l5rin'  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  That  will  do,"  ordered  the  judge,  "  Bring 
the  next  witness." 

But  Blue  Pete  was  not  through. 

"  Judge,"  he  said,  "  fer  ten  years  I  rustled, 
not  'cause  I  liked  rustlin'  but  'cause  it  was 
part  o'  the  ranchin'  business  whar  I  rode. 
Two  years  ago  I  drifted  across  the  line.  Since 
then  I've  got  back  a  few  hvmdred  cattle  an' 
horses  that  never  wud  have  been  got  but 
fer  me.  Thar  ain't  a  rancher  here  but  made 
out  o'  me  bein'  here.  I  like  the  work.  I've 
bin  straight — every  day  o"  that  two  years, 
and  I  ain't  got  no  reason  fer  lyin'.  Ef  I  had 
I'd  'a'  lied  'bout  that  rustlin'.  Ask  th'  In- 
spector .  .  .  .  Ef  yuh  turn  me  down  like 
that,  Judge  " — he  drew  a  fluttering  breath — 
"  I  might  's  well  go  back  to  the  rustUn'.  It's 
in  your  hands.  Judge." 

"  Next  witness  !  "  shouted  Judge  Ritchie. 

Blue  Pete  stumbled  from  the  box.  Inspector 
Barker,  purple  with  rage,  was  swearing  under 
his  breath,  and  Corporal  Mahon  stepped  out 
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boldly  and  laid  a  friendly  hand  on  the  half- 
breed's  shoulder. 

"  Don't  take  it  that  way,  Pete,"  he  pleaded, 
in  a  voice  that  carried  through  the  court  room. 
"  We  know  you're  honest.  If  you  knew  what 
we  know  you  wouldn't  mind  what  some  people 

say." 

Judge  Ritchie  opened  his  mouth,  his  eyes 
blazing,  but  the  Inspector  stood  up  just  behind 
the  rail  and  glared  straight  into  his  eyes.  And 
the  judge  thought  better  of  it. 

Blue  Pete  worked  his  way  down  the  crowded 
court  room  to  the  door,  his  Ups  working. 

Next  morning  a  boy  brought  to  the  barracks 
his  spare  horse,  his  riding  boots,  even  the 
remnants  of  a  pouch  of  tobacco  the  Inspector 
had  given  him.  The  Inspector  knew  what  it 
meant,  and  cursed  things  in  general.  Then 
he  gave  orders  to  his  men  to  round  up  the 
half-breed  and  bring  him  in. 

It  was  months  before  a  PoUce  hand  touched 
him,  and  then 
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THERE  followed  the  hardest  work  the 
Police  in  the  Medicine  Hat  district 
had  ever  been  called  upon  to  do.  At 
intervals  cattle  and  horses  disappeared, 
and  day  and  night  Mahon  and  his  fellows 
scoured  the  prairie  and  the  section  of  the  Hills 
they  knew.  But  there  was  now  no  Blue 
Pete  to  pick  up  trails,  no  Blue  Pete  to  lead 
them  confidently  through  the  maze  of  the 
Hills  to  hidden  vales  where  Ci^ttle  might  feed 
unsuspected  a  score  of  yards  av/ay  ;  no  httle 
mottled  pinto  to  show  the  way  and  pilot  her 
master  with  uncanny  instinct.  Twice  the  PoUce 
were  shot  at  from  hiding,  and  they  took  to 
riding  in  pairs  about  the  hills.  It  meant 
unguarded  trails  elsewhere. 

Mahon,  with  the  scar  of  a  rustler's  bullet 
in  his  shoulder  to  add  to  the  one  on  the  back 
of  his  head,  missed  Blue  Pete  more  than  he 
admitted  tc  his  comrades.  The  ugly  half- 
breed  had  bt»  ome  lo  him  a  pal  on  whose  com- 
panionship he  could  always  rely.  Without 
his  dark  friend  his  success  was  not  so  great. 
Two  or  three  small  bunches  he  had  re.  aptured, 
but  always  his  success  was  shorn  of  its  triumph 
bv  the  ^cape  of  the  rustlers. 
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Ever  he  was  on  watch  for  the  familiar  crossed 
eyes  and  ragged  Stetson,  for  the  spotted  pinto 
that  seemed  to  hide  or  flare  as  her  master 
wished,  for  he  knew  the  half-breed  was  in 
the  Hills.  That  he  would  not  return  to  his 
old  hfe  in  the  Badlands  he  was  as  certain 
as  that  Dutch  Henry  and  his  gang  would  con- 
tinue to  the  end  to  work  in  Canada.  But 
more  than  ever  he  was  determined  not  to 
take  advantage  of  his  knowledge  of  the  cave 
behind  the  ivy.  Some  day  they  would  meet 
without  that. 

In  there  in  the  Hills  new  associations  and 
new  stories  were  in  the  forming.  In  a  deep 
green  valley,  where  a  gentle  stream  gurgled 
into  unreahty  all  the  rtrain  of  the  past  few 
months,  Blue  Pete  and  Mira  met.  Neither 
expressed  surprise.  She  held  out  her  hand, 
and  he  looked  from  it  to  her  face  with  an 
inquiring  twinkle  in  his  uncertain  eyes  before 
accepting  it  gingerly  hke  a  fragile  toy. 

"  You  don't  think  such  awful  things  of  me, 
Pete  ?  "  she  pleaded. 

"  Not  on  yer  Ufe.     Why  shud  I  ?  " 

"  You  know  why.    You  saw  me — that  day." 

"  I*m  Icavin'  that  to  the  Police,"  he  laughed. 
"  Corporal  Mahon  seen  yah  too — an'  th'  In- 
spector knows  ...  But  wot  I  didn't  see 
was  who  fired  that  shot." 

"  The  one  that  got  Bilsy's  rifle  ?  V^asn't 
it  you  .<»  " 

He  shook  his  head. 

"  Wasn't  there  other  Pohce  around  ?  Are 
you  sure  ?  " 

"  I  got  on  the  trail  fer  a  minute  while  the 
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Corporal  was  huntin'  fer  things  .  .  .  .an' 
ef  I  hadn't  seed  yuh  thar  with  my  own  eyes 
I'd  swear  it  was  your  marks." 

She  laughed.  "  Perhaps  it  was— I  was  all 
over  there — but  somebody  fired  that  shot 
who  wanted  to  save  Corporal  Mahon  and  yet 
wouldn't  kill  Bilsy  ....  Wonder  if  there 
was  a  cowboy — or  other  rustler    arc  :nd." 

She  had  no  other  explanation,  and  of  what 
Blue  Pete  might  think  he  said  nothing 
further. 

"  I  heard  about  the  irial,  Pete,"  she  said 
gently,  after  a  time.  "  One  of  the  boys  was 
there  and  heard  the  judge." 

He  gritted  his  teeth  at  the  memory  her 
words  roused. 

"  And  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

He  caught  her  keen  glance,  held  it  an  instant, 
and  nodded  ;  and  her  laugh  was  sharp — 
almost  coarse. 

"  They'll  have  their  hands  full  now,  d — damn 
'em  !  " 

Blue  Pete  frowned.  "Stop  it,  gal.  Leave 
the  cuss  words  out.  They  don't  sound  right. 
An'  yuh  don'  like  'em  any  better'n  I  do." 

She  himg  her  head. 

"  Pete,"  she  confided,  "  I'm  sick  o'  the 
gang.  I— I  don't  hke  it— I  don't  like  them. 
Let  me  come  with  you."' 

He  drew  away,  startled.  Whiskers  plunged, 
surprised,   and  he   pulled  her  up  clumsily. 

"  With— me  ?  " 

"  They're  so  rough,"  she  pleaded,  "  —Bilsy 
and  Dutchy  and  the  gang." 

He  threw  back  his  bead  with  a  harsh  guffaw 
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that  was  startling  in  one  whose  laugh  was 

always  so  silent.  «    ir  u      j 

"  Rough  !  .\n'  Blue  Pete,  the  half-breed, 
such  a  beaut— so  smooth  an'  gentle-like  !  Oh. 
lord  !  Things  is  sartin  to  be  so  nice  an'  sweet 
whar  I  am  fer  the  nex'  few  months  !  Yuh'd 
enj'y  yerself  real  pleasant-like  with  me— €l 
yuh  foun'  Dutchy  an'  the  gang  rough  1     Oh, 

lord!"  .    ,       ^ 

She  pouted,  driving  his  laugh  away. 

"You  and  me  can  rustle  more  m  a  week 
than  the  gang  can  in  a  month."  she  said.  "  And 
Juno  can  help.  She's  still  scared  of  me  a 
httle,  but  she'll  come  back."  ^ 

He  was  shaking  his  head  doggedly.  The 
rusthn'  I'm  in  fer  ain't  no  lady's  game.  It 
ain't  real  rustlin'.  Ef  Bilsy  an'  the  gang 
was  rough  yuh'd  fin'  my  life  real  hell— real 
hell  gal.  It  ain't  jes'  plain  rusthn'  I  m 
startin'— not  'zackly  ....  It's  a  gor-swiz- 
zled  sight  more  dangerous.  I'll  be  sarved 
lead  fer  breakfas'  an'  dinner— an'  it'll  mean 
some  slick  work  not  to  eat  it  ...  .  Besides, 
yuh'd  be  in  the  way." 

"  Pete — Peter  Maverick,"  she  coaxed  coyly, 
"  you  know  I  can  ride  as  well  as  you — and 
pretty  near  shoot  as  well.  Pete,  you  wouldn't 
leave    me    with    them    rude    fellows,  would 

you  ?  ,  ,r ,,  1  -J 

"  Yuh  kin  take  care  o  yerself,  he  said, 
staring  at  her  anxiously.  "  I  know  joih — 
an'  so  do  they.  An'  I  know  you  will.  Ef 
yuh  come  mth  me  alone  thar'll  be  blazes  to 
pay  'mong  yer  friends.  Can't  yuh  see  that  ? 
Yer  safer  with  the  gang." 
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"  I'm  coming  with   you,"   she  persisted. 

"Not  ef  I  know  it." 

He  wheeled  Whiskers  into  the  trees.  For 
a  moment  she  thought  of  following,  then 
sat  listening  with  wet  cheeks  to  the  crash 
of  his  passage. 

After  that  came  some  of  the  weirdest  rustUng 
experienced  in  the  West.  Almost  under  the 
noses  of  the  cowboys  cattle  and  horses  seemed 
to  vanish.  Several  times  suspected  rustlers 
were  seen  in  the  distance  near  the  Hills,  and 
more  than  once  they  seemed  to  be  strugghng 
among  themselves.  Reports  of  the  httle  pinto 
dribbled  in.  The  ranchers  fumed,  and  the 
Police  rode  until  they  dropped  from  fatigue. 
Two  rustlers  were  captured.  It  meant  the 
thinning  of  the  gang,  and  a  sigh  of  rehef  went 
up.  But  the  rustling  diminished  httle.  Judge 
Ritchie,  with  money  in  Grantham's  ranch, 
complained   rudely  to  the  Inspector. 

"  You'll  find  out,"  snapped  the  Inspector, 
"  how  much  easier  it  is  to  make  a  rustler  than 
to  catch  one." 

Mahon.  learning  more  about  trails,  began 
to  notice  a  peailiar  uncertainty  in  the  move- 
ments of  the  stolen  bunches.  He  found  them 
cross  and  recross.  now  going  north,  now  south  ; 
and  sometimes  he  read  sudden  stampede. 
Twice  he  followed  mto  the  Hills  and  came 
on  secluded  glens  where  bunches  had  rested 
and  fed — and  then  been  stampeded  into  scat- 
tered flight.     He  p<Hidered  over  it. 

Blue  Pete,  from  his  hiding  place  in  the  Hills, 
was  upsetting  hfe  in  general.  Unseen,  he 
watched  every  move  of  Mira  and  the  rustlers. 
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and   at  unexpected  and  disturbing  moments 
Snt  Dutchy  W  his  f eUows  into  paroxysms 
Tf    helpl^  rage.     They   tried   to    trap   him 
IbuKm    trail    him   and  Wh^^^rs    ^ut 
?S  elusive  half-breed  was  too  much  for  them. 
J^ra  keeping  much  to  herself .  s«:retly  laughed 
at   their   fuRous   defeats-a   bitter   Ifugh   so 
different  from  the  old  care-free  npple;    and 
moreXn  once,  for  a  change,  she  gave  h«:self 
Sxise   for   deeper   amusement   by   outwittmg 

^  The^h^sOf-breed  sought  her  oat  and  scowled 
on  her  Uke  an  older  brother. 

"  Yer  real  smart."  he  sneered.        Ynh  hev 
the  goods  on  me  w'en  it  comes  to  buckm 
wit  a  woman.    But  some  sweet  day  yuh  11 
find  verself  in  the  cooler  with   a  couple  o 
yearsTo    think    it   over.    That's  how  smart 

^°"Yru"  wouldn't    take    me    in ''    she    said 
tossiuKher  head.    "  Sure  I  know  HI  be  caught 

s^me   day     They    always   get    us   sooner   or 
^me   day.     mj    ^  j     .^.^ 

'l^Tw  I'm  down  there  in  Lethbndge  ^^ 
because    you    made    me   work    with    Dutchy 

and  the  gang."  u*.    »u  ■>  "   Vi*» 

"So   yer   tryin'   to   be   caught,   eh  ?       he 

growled.    "  A  Stanton  ud  look  fine  m  stnpes, 

"^•^\unton  can't  do  much  more^  to  soil 
the  name."  she  repUed  stubbornly.  It  U  be 
dirtier    if    you    don't     let    me    come    with 

^"""'But-but  yuh'd  only  be  in  the  road  fer 
wot  rm  doin'     You  know  I'm  not  jes'  rusthn  . 
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Somehow  I  can't  go  back  to  th'  ole  game. 
Things  look  diil'runt  now.  Did  yuh  ever 
feel "     He  pulled  himself  up. 

"  You  bet  I  have.  That's  how  I've  been 
feehng  ever  since — oh,  ever  so  long  .... 
I  used  to  be  just  a  common  cowgirl.  Now 
I'm — I'm  aU  running  loose." 

There  was  pain  in  his  squinting  eyes. 

"  I  can't.  Miss  Mira,  I  jes'  can't.  I — I 
cudn't  bear  to  see  yuh  dodgin'  everybody 
like  Wliiskers  an'  me  hev  to — an'  mebbe 
gettin'  the  bullet  tliat's  waitin'  fer  me  behind 
every  tree." 

Something  shone  in  her  face  as  she  came 
closer  to  him  ;   and  her  dark  skin  was  flushing. 

"  For  him,  too,"  she  whispered,  "  there's  a 
bullet  waiting  behind  every  tree  in  here.  And 
— and  he  takes  such  foolish  chances.  Only 
two  days  ago  he  was  riding  right  into  a  trap. 
I  led  him  off,  but  he'd  have  got  me  for  my 
pains  if  1  hadn't  known  the  Hills  so  well.  Never 
mind  about  me,  Pete,  but— for  his  sake  we'd 
better  work  together." 

"  Guess  yuh'd  better  come  along,"  he  said 
presently  "  Yuh  kin  ef  yuh  lam  me  to 
write.     Think  yuh  kin  ?  " 

"  I  don't  want  to  learn  nobody  to  write. 
I  don't  want  to  know  how  myself.  I  threw 
away  all  my  books.  I  hate  him !  I  hate 
him  !  " 
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CHAPTER  XIX 
mahon's  lone  trail 

INSPECTOR  BARKER  never  ceased  to 
hope  that  Blue  Pete  would  return,  but 
the  only  sign  he  gave  was  repeated  orders 
to  his  men  to  look  out  for  the  half-breed. 
He  noticed  the  changes  in  the  rustlers'  methods, 
and  decided  that  he  and  his  men  were  working 
wrong  trails.  Four  men  below  his  quota  some- 
times wrought  him  up  to  the  point  of  putting 
it  squarely  to  the  Commissioner  that  he  could 
no  longer  assume  responsibility  for  the  Cypress 
Hills  district ;  but  always  the  honour  of 
the  Police  intervened  in  time. 

A  normal  strength  of  a  thousand  men  in 
the  West  was  down  to  six  hundred,  and  he 
must  bear  his  share  of  the  strain.  The  fifty 
cents  a  day  allowed  a  Constable  was  no  induce- 
ment for  the  class  of  men  they  required,  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the  glamour  and  excite- 
ment of  the  life  the  Mounted  Police  would 
have  faded  away  as  a  power  both  in  numbers 
and  calibre. 

The  first  clue  to  give  definite  form  to  his 
new  methods  came  from  a  rancher  who  had 
settled  in  the  great  open  country  far  to  the 
north   on   the    Red   Deer    River.     That   wide 

I7B 


.'1 


MAHON'S  LONE  TRAIL 


179 


but  shallow  river,  sweeping  diagonally  through 
the  prairie  sixty  miles  north  of  Medicine  Hat, 
watered  a  great  valley  whose  fertility  had  been 
seized  of  late  years  by  a  half  dozen  pioneer 
ranchers.  About  them,  for  sixty  miles  south- 
ward and  a  hundred  miles  to  the  north,  lay 
untouched  prairie,  much  of  it  as  yet  unvisited 
by  man. 

One  of  these  ranchers,  on  his  monthly  visit 
to  town  for  supplies  and  mail,  casually  men- 
tioned that  he  had  seen  in  the  distance,  twenty- 
five  miles  north  of  the  railway,  a  bunch  of 
horses.  It  came  to  the  Inspector's  ears,  and 
after  a  talk  with  Mahon  and  Mitchell,  he 
concluded  that  the  new  route  of  the  rustlers 
was  northward  out  of  the  range  of  the  district, 
then  southward  through  other  parts  where 
they  were  not  suspected.  The  two  Policemen 
took  a  flying  trip  north  without  results,  and 
twice  thereafter  Mthon  roamed  about  alone. 
On  the  last  occasion  he  picked  up  an  old 
trail  and  followed  it  for  miles  before  it  evaded 
him. 

On  his  return  the  Inspector,  scarcely  listening 
to  his  report,  sent  him  hurriedly  to  the  Hills. 
Fortune  favoured  him.  He  managed  to  round 
up  the  stolen  herd  and  with  it  one  rustler, 
making  three  now  waiting  the  fall  assizes. 
His  success  was  so  startling  and  daring  that 
Dutchy  and  his  men  seemed  to  lose  their 
courage,  and  for  days  there  was  no  further 
rustling. 

An  extra  man  was  added  to  the  force,  and 
the  assistance  put  new  life  into  the  Police. 
Mahon   especially    redoubled   his   efforts.     He 
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took  to  sleeping  on  the  prairie  where  night 
overtook  him,  brooding  in  silence  over  Blue 
Pete  and  Mira  and  the  other  secrets  of  the 
Hillft  His  only  relief  was  the  Friday  night 
visit  of  the  mail  buckboard  to  the  Lodge, 
with  its  almost  unf aiUng  letter  from  his  mother. 

One  day  the  buckboard  brought  him  a 
second  letter,  unsigned,  the  rude  address  on 
the  envelope  straggling  off  toward  an  upper 
corner, 

"  You  ant  safe  in  the  hills,"  it  ran.  "  Let 
sumwun  els  do  it  who  Dutch  ant  aftur.  Thayl 
shoot  you." 

He  knew  who  wrote  it — but  when  Blue 
Pete  disappeared  he  was  unable  to  read  and 
write  his  own  name,  and  had  even  refused 
to  learn.  The  warning  in  the  letter  meant 
nothing  to  Mahon,  but  that  the  illiterate  half- 
breed  had  learned  to  write  meant  so  much 
that  his  eyes  dimmed  in  a  great  rush  of 
affection. 

Three  days  later  the  Inspector  relieved  him- 
self in  one  breath  of  the  results  of  these  last 
weeks  of  cogitation. 

"  It's  Blue  Pete,  Mahon,"  he  said,  and  his 
grizzled  head  shook  gloornily.  "  Gad,  if  we 
could  have  kept  him  !  .  .  .  .  And  now,  since 
a  crooked  judge  lost  him  to  us,  we've  got 
to  take  him  as  a  prisoner  ....  There  isn't 
another  man  in  the  country  could  tangle 
things  up  like  this." 

He  drummed  on  the  table  a  moment. 

"  I  don't  want  to  put  you  on  him,  Mahon, 
for  I  know  what  a  friend  he  was.  I'm  giving 
you  other  work  for  the  time  being  and  putting 
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Mitchell  in  your  place  around  the  Hills  till 
we  get  him.  But  I  know  you  won't  foreet 
your  duty.  boy-Blue  Pete  must  be  taken 
wherever  met   .    .  I'm  sending  you  north. 

Ihe  trail  you  struck  up  there  last  week  may 
lead  to  anything.  Take  a  day  or  two  among 
the  ranches  east  and  west  and  then  stick 
find  out"""  ^^  ^'"""^  ^  ^^^'^'^  anything  to 
Mahon.  touched  by  Inspector  Barker's  con- 

nnt^?!  '?r'  ^^^!u''l^°!^  ^"^  '^P^y  '^  by  finding 
put  all  the  north  had  to  tell.     His  preliminary 

investigation  along  the  railway  rewarded  him 
with  proof  that  stolen  horses  were  going  north 
It  was  a  bright  day  in  August  when  he  struck 
northward  into  two  hundred  miles  of  prairie 
entirely  untenanted  save  for  the  few  thin 
miles  along  the  Red  Deer.  Accustomed  though 
he  was  to  sohtary  riding,  and  buoyed  by 
his  discoveries,  he  felt  a  tinge  of  awe  as  he 
bade  good-bye  to  the  last  rancher  along  the 
railway  In  those  thousands  of  square  miles 
before  him  anything  might  have  happened— 
might  happen— without  the  world  being  the 
wiser.  ^ 

Avoiding  the  slim  trail  back  to  the  ranches 

T.^%  .^i  ?^^''  ^^  '°^^  ^t^^^ght  east  until 
a  small  tnbutary  of  the  South  Saskatchewan 
blocked  his  way.  It  was  while  searching  for 
a  ford  that  he  stumbled  on  a  much  trampled 
stretch  of  muddy  bank,  and  across  the  stream 
he  recovered  it  and  followed.  When  he  worked 
It  out  at  last  that  the  trail  stuck  closely  to 
tae  owlands  he  moved  more  confidently  'The 
dnnking  places  were  plain  enough,   and  late 
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in  the  afternoon  he  dropped  over  a  rise  and 
came  on  a  strong  corral.  It  was  empty,  but 
signs  of  occupation  sent  him  on  as  long  as 
the  trail  was  visible.  The  few  hours  of  dark- 
ness he  spent  resting  on  the  higher  levels 
where  it  was  warmer  than  in  the  hollows, 
and  in  the  early  morning  was  again  in  the 
saddle.  All  day  he  kept  it  up,  irritated  by 
much  delay  in  search  that  sometimes  led  him 
far  astray.  Not  until  late  in  the  afternoon, 
at  sight  of  the  second  corral,  did  he  complete 
what  he  knew  to  be  the  normal  day's  journey 
of  the  stolen  herds,  but  a  few  hours  of  lucky 
trailing  thereafter  brought  him  to  the  third 
just  as  darkness  fell. 

He  was  convinced  then  that  he  was  on 
the  track  of  organized  rustling  that  had  taken 
advantage  of  the  untravelled  nature  of  the 
north  to  erect  even  its  own  corrals — durable 
ones  that  pointed  to  confidence  in  the  future. 
It  was  hard  to  believe  that  within  a  day's  ride 
of  Headquarters  the  rustlers  had  been  operating 
in  this  cool  way.  The  most  tedious  and 
laborious  part  of  their  work  they  had  over- 
come by  building  corrals  for  each  night's 
stop,  which,  with  the  convenience  of  watering 
places,  meant  that  one  or  two  riders  could 
do  the  work  of  a  half  dozen  in  the  old  way. 
After  a  time  he  noticed  that  the  tracks  were 
only  of  larger  animals,  not  the  average  run 
of  a  ranch 

There  Mahon's  deductions  were  for  the  time 
blocked.  For  two  days  he  lost  the  trail,  a 
couple  of  weeks  old  when  he  took  it  up.  Almost 
in  despair  he  dropped  the  search  and  made 
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for  the  Red  Deer,  and  after  replenishing  his 
supplies  at  a  ranch-house  began  a  careful 
inspection  of  the  banks  of  the  river.  His 
reward  was  a  well-developed  trail  leading  to 
the  water,  and,  risking  a  strange  and  uncertain 
ford,  he  picked  it  up  again  on  the  far 
side. 

The  absence  of  evidence  of  recent  use  of 
the  trail  decided  him  to  wait  there.  North- 
ward it  might  lead  anywhere,  and  if  the  rustlers 
did  not  come  within  the  next  couple  of  days 
he  could  then  resume  his  tracking. 

For  the  two  days  he  had  allowed  himself 
he  waited,  pitching  his  lone  camp  beneath 
a  cluster  of  cotton-wood  trees  in  a  nearby 
ravine.  Cold  nights  were  succeeded  by  beauti- 
fully bright  and  uncomfortably  warm  days 
when  the  shade  of  the  trees  was  pleasant. 
On  the  third  day  he  recrossed  the  river  for 
the  companionship  of  the  nearest  ranch.  In 
a  week  he  had  seen  only  a  woman  at  a  ranch- 
house.  For  almost  three  days  not  a  sound 
had  broken  the  prairie  silence  but  the  gurgle 
of  the  river,  and  the  shuddering  yapping  of 
the  coyotes  by  night ;  and  nothing  had  moved 
within  the  vast  stretches  of  his  vision  but 
an  occasional  gopher,  a  few  sUnking  coyotes, 
and  one  antelope  on  a  distant  rise. 

Accordingly  he  did  not  at  first  believe 
his  eyes  when,  a  mile  over  the  river,  seated 
on  a  pile  of  blanched  buffalo  bones,  Alira 
Stanton  laughed  into  his  surprised  face.  He 
made  no  effort  to  unravel  the  mystery  of 
her  presence  there.  All  he  felt  was  a  great 
joy   that   she  was  before   him,   that   he   was 
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talking  to  her,  that  the  old  arch  look  and 
graceful  hnes  remained.  Once  more  he  felt 
that  he  must  love  her— ever>-thing  semied 
to  declare  that  he  should.  She  was  the  hving 
spint  of  the  wilds  he  had  been  in  alone  for 
days.  One  straight  beautiful  arm  drooped 
gracefully  over  the  skull  of  what  had  once 
been  a  mighty  buffalo  bull,  and  she  looked 
up  at  him  as  coquettishly  as  ever  she  did 
m  the  old  care-free  days. 
"  Mira  !  " 

The  tone  of  it,  the  look  that  went  with 
It  and  the  yearning  bend  of  his  body,  told 
the  story  behmd  the  single  word.  She  flushed 
and  her  smile  wavered,  and  he  imagined 
she  drooped  a  little.  No  discordant  note  in 
dress  or  language  touched  him  ;  and  she 
could  be  naught  but  graceful.  After  his  deso- 
late week  she  came  as  a  gift  from  the  gods. 
You  see,"  he  smiled,  "  you're  not  intended 
to  escape  me  !  " 

Her  eyes  dropped  to  the  grass  where  her 
tmgers  were  weaving  it  in  and  out. 

'There  are  other  things  one  wants  to 
escape,  she  said  "  I— haven't  enough  friends 
now  to  really  want  to  escape  them." 

';  It   is   ages  since "     He  stopped,   pic- 

tunng  her  as  he  had  seen  her  last  lying  on 
the  wet  ground  ;  the  difference  was  too  marked 
to  nsk  referring  to  it.  There  were  traces 
of  moisture  m  her  eyes  and  Mahon  wanted 
only  to  remember  her  as  she  was  at  her  best 
—sensitive  at  such  unexpected  moments  de- 
manding his  approxal  when  she  responded 
to  his  efforts  to  teach  her  the  things  she  wanted 
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to  know,  appealing  so  overpoweringly  for  his 
sympathy  when  she  made  mistakes.  It  seemed 
to  him  as  he  looked  at  her  that  he  was  re- 
sponsible for  the  change  in  her  Ufe. 

"  You  don't  need  many.  Mira,"  he  declared, 
dismounting  and  holding  out  his  hands.  "  Won't 
you  let  me  make  up  somehow  for  what  I've 
done  ?  " 

She  stared  at  him  with  hps  parted  and 
hands  clasped  over  her  bosom  ....  His 
horse  reached  out  and  mumbled  at  the  edge 
of  his  Stetson  and  the  simple  movement  seemed 
to  awaken  her.  With  a  laugh  that  was  sharp 
and  mocking  she  stepped  away  from  him. 

As  the  sound  of  her  laughter  broke  on  his 
tight-strung  sentiment,  something  seemed  to 
snap  inside.  He  drew  himself  up,  inliahng 
like  one  risen  from  a  long  dive,  and  waited 
for  her  to  explain. 

"Yes,"  she  jeered,  "you  pity  me.  It's 
only  another  way  you  have  of  making  me 
hate  you.  You  think  it's  love.  Bah  !  "  She 
snap -ed  her  fingers.  "I  ain't  in  your  class, 
and  you  know  it — or  you  wouldn't  dare  pity 
me.  You  wouldn't  be  happy  with  me  a 
month  ....  and  you'd  know  that,  too 
if  you  stopped  to  think.  I  wouldn't  be  happy 
with  you  either,  even  if  I— I  loved  you.  You've 
never    had    reason    to    think     I— I     thought 

anything  of  you.     I  didn't— never  ! I 

wouldn't— come  to  you  even  if  I  did,"  she 
added  in  a  low  voice.  "  Don't  you  know 
a  girl  couldn't  marry  a  man  who'd  killed 
her  brothers  ?...'.  Some  time  I'd  knife 
you  when  you  was  asleep." 
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He  was  cool  now,  pitying  her  but  nothing 
more.  He  saw  that  she  understood  Hfe  better 
than  he,  inexperienced  as  she  was,  that  her 
attraction  for  him  was  too  uncertain  to  last. 
He  did  not  despise  anything  about  her  now 
— indeed,  he  probably  appreciated  her  inno- 
cence and  beauty  and  womanliness  more  sin- 
cerely than  ever  before. 

"You  are  Mira  Stanton,"  he  said  with 
dignity.  '  What  that  means  to  me  is  a 
woman  who  would  make  the  man  she  chose 
happy,  whatever  class  he  was — and  thank 
Heaven  !  there  is  no  class  in  Canada.  But 
you  are  right.  Perhaps  this  is  not  love  ;  for 
I  do  not  believe  real  love  is  one-sided.  Wher- 
ever you  go  and  whatever  you  do,  Mira,  I 
would  Uke  you  to  remember  me  as  you  thought 
of  me  two  months  ago." 

She  touched  the  revolver  at  her  belt. 

"  I've  forgot  enough  not  to  shoot  you  on 
sight,  but  there's  too  much  happened  since 
to  remember — that." 

She  waited  no  longer  but  stalked  up  the 
rise  and  out  of  sight  beyond  ;  and  he  did 
not  follow.  Only  when  he  heard  the  gallop 
of  her  horse  did  he  realize  that  the  situation 
called  for  more  than  a  declaration  of  love 
and  a  withdrawal.  But  it  was  not  until  her 
little  form  was  fading  into  the  distance  that 
the  almost  certain  meaning  of  her  presence 
there  struck  him.  His  suspicions  were  verified 
when  he  came  on  a  corral  he  had  previously 
missed,  about  it  fresh  tracks  of  horses.  Mira 
had  disappeared.  For  a  moment  he  imagined 
he   caught    a   fleeting   glimpse   of   movement 
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to  the  north-east,  but  it  was  gone  too  quickly 
to  be  certain.  Chagrined  and  distressed,  he 
hastened  to  the  ranch -house  to  fill  his  lunch 
box  and  drinking  flask. 

He  picked  up  the  trail  again  at  the  corral 
and  rode  as  fast  as  he  dared.  It  continued 
north  to  the  Red  Deer,  skirted  oflf  behind  the 
cutbank  past  the  ford  he  had  been  watching, 
and  crossed  a  mile  lower  down.  Some  time 
during  the  last  two  days,  while  he  was  keeping 
his  lonely  vigil  at  the  ford  they  had  always 
used,  the  rustlers  had  gone  round  him  by 
a  new  ford.  And  Mira's  part  of  it  was  to 
delay   his  pursuit  as  long  as  possible. 

With  night  faUing  fast  he  decided  to  use 
his  old  camping  ground  under  the  cotton- 
wood  trees.  Lying  there  on  his  back,  staring 
into  the  stars,  he  solved  the  problem  of  the 
rustlers'  new  route.  Far  up  to  the  north, 
only  a  few  miles  from  the  old  railway,  a  second 
railway  was  under  construction,  the  contractors 
for  which  were  running  standing  advertise- 
ments in  the  prairie  press  for  heavy  horses. 
It  was  so  very  simple. 
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AT  the  glimmer  of  dawn  Mahon  was  in 
the  saddle.  He  was  aware  that  the 
strain  of  the  past  week  was  telhng 
on  liim — the  monotonous  food,  the 
uncertain  water,  the  cold  night  winds  and 
the  lonesomeness.  And  last  night  he  had 
scarcely  slept  at  all.  He  found  it  hard  to 
concentrate,  and  consciousness  of  his  condition, 
when  so  much  depended  on  a  clear  head, 
did  not  improve  matters. 

The  rustlers,  too,  had  made  more  than 
a  little  effort  to  hide  their  trail ;  for  they 
turned  abruptly  at  unexpected  places  and 
sought  the  harder  ground  of  dried  alkali 
flats  and  broken  banks.  Often  he  would  find 
himself  riding  off  from  the  trail ;  and  by 
night  he  had  made  such  slow  progress  that 
only  twenty  miles  separated  him  from  the 
river.  At  that  rate  he  could  never  hope 
to  overtake  them.  He  was  too  imcertain 
of  his  deductions  to  make  straight  for  the 
construction  camps,  two  days  of  hard  riding ; 
there  was  always  the  possibility  that  the 
trail  might  still  bend  round  to  the  south, 
as  the  inspector  thought. 
His  doubt  was  unexpectedly  relieved. 
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The  nistlers  must  have  felt  confident  that 
they  had  thrown  him  off  their  track,  for  on 
the  second  day  he  was  able  to  follow  at  a 
lope  all  forenoon.  On  in  the  afternoon  his 
horse  lifted  its  head  suddenly,  and  he  had 
just  time  to  lean  over  and  stifle  its  whinny. 
He  pulled  up  and  looked  about  him. 

The  sixth  sense  that  comes  to  men  of  much 
solitude  told  him  that  he  was  not  alone ; 
and  he  was  not  surprised  when,  far  to  the 
east,  outlined  against  the  sky,  he  saw  a  horse 
and  rider.  The  Corporal  sat  motionless,  watch- 
ing, but  the  distance  was  too  great  to  be 
certain  whether  the  strange  rider  was  aware 
of  him  or  not.  Moving  as  inconspicuously 
as  he  could,  he  rode  straight  toward  the 
stranger  until  a  coulee  hid  him,  thereafter 
riding  fast  as  long  as  he  was  out  of  sight.  Forced 
to  higher  ground  after  a  time,  the  other  horse- 
man had  vanished  ;  but  a  moment  later 
he  reappeared  at  about  the  same  distance 
as  before.  Again  Mahon  dived  into  a  coulee 
and  tried  to  approach  without  giving  his 
intentions  away.  But  again  when  he  came 
out  on  the  level  the  strange  rider  was  standing 
without  acknowledging  his  existence.  And 
thereupon  he  rode  straight  forward  in  the 
open. 

There  was  no  concealment  then  of  the 
chase.  By  night  they  had  come  within  sight 
of  the  cutbanks  along  the  valley  of  the  Red 
Deer,  and  Mahon  pressed  on  over  the  ford 
in  a  darkness  that  made  the  crossing  dangerous 
He  did  not  dare  go  further,  for  he  felt  certain 
his  quarry  was  not  trying  to  do  more  than 
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keep  beyond  bis  reach.  It  was,  therefore, 
a  relief  when  a  voice  came  throuj^h  the  dark- 
ness. It  was  Sergeant  Blakcy,  sent  by  an 
anxious  In.spector  to  look  liim  up.  Having 
by  chance  called  at  the  ranch-house  where 
Mahon  had  obtained  his  supplies,  he  was 
making   for    the   ford    when    they   met. 

Mahon,  utterly  wearied  with  his  long  strain, 
sank  into  a  slumber  that  ignored  everything 
but  his  need  of  it,  Blakey  keeping  guard  on 
the  nearest  height.  Next  morning  Mahon 
found  piimed  to  his  blanket  a  dirty  piece  of 
paper. 

"  If  I  had  bin  Bilsy,"  it  said. 

Nothing  more — not  even  a  signature — but 
Mahon  imderstood.  It  meant  that  his  worst 
fears  were  realized — Blue  Pete  was  rustling 
again.  It  also  revealed  the  trick  that  was 
defeating  him.  First  Mira  kept  him  engaged 
while  Blue  Pete  made  off  with  the  horses  ; 
and  when  his  pursuit  grew  hotter  the  half- 
breed  had  led  him  away  south  while  Mira 
drove  the  horses  in   another  direction. 

Mahon  picked  up  the  trail  and  held  it  long 
enough  to  assure  himself  that  Blue  Pete 
had  kept  straight  on  across  the  railway  toward 
the  Cypress  Hills.  Whereupon  he  turned 
aside  to  the  barracks  and  told  the  story  to 
the  Inspector. 

"I'll  wire  Townsend  ;  it's  up  in  his  district. 
What  we  have  to  do  here  is  to  capture  Blue 
Pete."  Inspector  Barker  paced  the  room, 
stopping  at  last  before  Mahon.  "  It  can't 
be  I  elped.  You  know  the  Hills  best.  Will 
you  take  the  job  ?  " 
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Mahou  would  have  preferred  another  way, 
but  it  would  be  a  fair  chase,  for  the  half-breed 
knew  now  they  were  after  hini. 

"  One  thing  I  cannot  do,"  he  qualified, 
"  — make  use  of  my  knowledge  of  the  location 
of  his  cave.  Anything  else  I'll  do  as  I  would 
against  any  criminal." 

The  Inspector  nodded. 

"  Lord,  boy,"  he  said  suddenly,  "  you've 
had  a  narrow  escape.  If  you  hadn't  run 
her  brothers  to  earth — if  the  glamour  of  her 
hadn't  been  rubbed  ofiF  a  bit  by  her  temper 

and — and  faithfulness "  He  paused.  "Well, 

you'd  be  plugging  along  through  the  rest 
of  your  life  with  your  teeth  gritted — with 
a  picture  on  your  hands  you  couldn't  hang 
in  the  parlour  and  wouldn't  insult  by  putting 

in  the  kitchen Boy,  boy,  you're  pretty 

much  of  a  fool — we  all  are  at  your  age." 

He  laid  his  hand  on  Mahon's  shoulder. 

"  Let  me  pass  on  to  you  what  one  of  my 
best  friends  told  me  once — during  those  later 
years  of  his,  after — after  we'd  stopped  ex- 
changing confidences  like  cigarettes — for  reasons 
I'm  going  to  give.  His  calf  days  happened 
to  come  when  there  wasn't  a  white  woman 
within  a  day's  ride,  and  he  succvunbed  to 
the  temptation  that  was  too  much  for  a  lot 
of  the  boys  out  here  in  those  days.  He  married 
a  squaw — the  prettiest,  sweetest  Indian  girl 
in.  the  West,   X  believe 

"We  were  sitting  one  night  over  a  little 
fire  in  a  hole  in  a  waste  of  snow,  our  fur  mitts 
and  coats  crackling  in  the  cold  that  ran 
somewhere  about  fifty  below.     It  was  a  five- 
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hundred  mile  chase  we  were  on,  after  a  squaw 
who  had  killed  her  papoose  ....  Only  an 
ugly  httle  Indian  kid — but  the  Police  don't 
make  exceptions.  Ahead  of  us  was  a  night 
that  promised  more  than  discomfort — two  of 
us  alone,  four  days  out  already,  not  enough 
wood  within  fifty  miles  to  boil  a  kettle  of 
water — what  little  we  had  we'd  carried  on 
our  snowshoes  all  day — and  goodness  knows 
how  many  days  yet  of  it  ahead  of  us  without 
any  other  bed  than  the  snow,  and  our  food 
kept  from  freezing  only  by  our  bodies  .... 
And  things  we  hadn't  mentioned  before  seemed 
to  choke  to  get  out  ....  Tom  and  I  had 
been  such  chums  until — he  married." 

He  dropped  into  his  chair,  staring  into 
pictures  of  his  own.  Mahon  heard  the  loud 
buzz  of  a  fly  against  the  window  and  longed 
to  get  up  and  crush  it — for  its  uimatural 
resistance  to  an  atmosphere  of  fifty  below 
in  a  hole  in  the  snow  without  enough  fire  to 
boil  a  kettle. 

The  Inspector  went  on. 

"  '  Bill,'  he  said  to  me — and  I  can  see  the 
cold  flare  of  his  pipe  in  the  darkness  of  the 
hole  we  had  gouged  in  the  drift — '  Bill,  marry- 
ing's  the  most  solemn  thing  in  life  .... 
and  the  one  we  youngsters  tackle  most  lightly 
out  in  this  country  ....  Don't  be  in  a 
hurry.  Bill.  Wait  a  year  or  two.'  And  then 
he  sat  silent  for  minutes,  but  I  could  make 
him  out  looking  off  through  the  opening  into 
the  swirling  snow  that  was  about  all  we'd 
been  able  to  see  for  days  .  .  .  .  '  There'll 
be  more  women  out  here  then — women  who 
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can  rear  children  of  your  own  kind — ^in  the 
way  you  like.  The  women  then  can't  love 
you  a  whit  better — they  can't,  perhaps  won't, 
be  as  faithful  ....  But  they'll  save  you 
many  a  dark  hour  when  you  sit  alone  looking 
back  on  the  days  when  you  had  ambitions — 
and  knew  girls  you  would  be  proud  of  as  well 
as  love.  It'll  save  you  a  lot  of — of  wondering. 
Bill.'  .... 

"  That  was  all.  And  here  I  had  been  half 
envying  him,  with  a  sort  of  home  to  go  to, 
and  the  prettiest  squaw  in  a  country  where 
they  raised  a  lot  of  them  before  the  Indian 
got  so  lazy  it  begun  to  show  in  his  kids'  faces 
....  I  waited,  boy.     I'm  not  sorry.   .    .    . 

"  Remember,  boy,  the  West  isn't  going 
to  be  always  the  wild  thing  it  is  even  to-day — 
and  you'll  want  to  grow  up  with  it  ...  . 
I  don't  suppose  you  want  my  advice,  though. 
Nobody  does — in  the  biggest  problem  in  life. 
It's  the  one  event  we  know  nothing  about 
until  it's  too  late  to  use  for  ourselves  what 
we  know.  I'm  glad  things  happened  in  time, 
boy." 
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CHAPTER  XXI 


THE  SECRET  CAVE 


ON  a  rough  pile  of  rock,  where  his 
motley  garb  melted  into  the  back- 
ground and  left  him  free  to  see 
without  being  seen,  Blue  Pete  sat 
whittling  thoughtfully.  Obviously  the  whittling 
was  only  a  diversion,  for  his  hand  would 
stop  midway  while  his  forehead  puckered. 
At  a  glance  he  appeared  unconscious  of  his 
surroundings,  but  every  movement  was  almost 
uncannily  noiseless,  and  his  fluttering  eyes 
raised  now  and  then  like  those  of  a  wild  animal 
instinctively  on  guard. 

A  gentle  trickle  of  simlight  filtered  through 
the  trees  overhead  to  the  pile  of  rock,  and 
he  watched  it  creeping  nearer  and  nearer. 
When  it  touched  him  he  moved  beyond  its 
reach.  A  soft  breeze  was  humming  in  the 
treetops,  and  below  him  an  elusive  tinkle 
located  a  merry  little  stream  winding  through 
the  tangle  of  growth.  A  bird  called  low  from 
a  nearby  tree,  and  the  half-breed  raised  his 
eyes   to   it   and   his   face   brightened. 

In  some  indefinable  way  he  had  altered 
during  the  past  month.  The  hard-knit  muscles 
that  had  held  his  body  so  taut  while  seemingly 
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so  loose  had  relaxed  their  grip  ;  his  move- 
ments had  lost  some  of  their  springiness  ;  the 
careless,  twinkling  Unes  about  his  strange  eyes 
had  settled  into  permanent  furrows.  Even 
his  sombrero,  once  carelessly  tilted  after  the 
manner  of  the  reckless  cowboy,  was  firmly 
placed  on  his  better  trained  hair. 

He  had  been  sitting  there  an  hour  when 
his  head  Ufted.  Then  he  stopped,  swiftly 
gathered  up  the  shavings  he  had  cut,  and  glided 
like  a  shadow  into  the  brush.  In  a  moment 
Mira  Stanton  appeared  on  horseback,  and 
after  stopping  in  motionless  attention  before 
the  pile  of  stones,  circled  her  horse  swiftly 
about  and  down  the  slope,  to  disappear  behind 
a  mass  of  ivy  hanging  over  the  face  of  a  high 
rock.  The  half-breed,  from  his  hiding  place 
among  the  trees,  moved  noiselessly  after  her. 

Within  the  cave  a  dog  growled  and  Mira 
turned  with  a  start. 

"  I  wish  you  wouldn't  do  that,  Pete.  It 
makes  me  creepy,  I  never  know  where  you 
are." 

He  bent  his  head  before  the  petulance  in 
her  voice,  fumbUng  his  Stetson — more  humble 
than  the  big  wolf-hound  nosing  the  girl's  hand. 

"Can't  help  it,  IVIiss  Mira.  It's  wot  I 
was  brung  up  to.  Don'  believe  I  cud  make 
a  noise  ef  I  tried  ....  That's  why  I'm 
aHve  yet." 

Her  irritation  fled  before  his  humility.  ''  I 
guess  I'm  nervous,"  she  said  gently.  "  I'm 
seeing  things  behind  ever^^  tree.  It's  horrible." 
She  pressed  her  hands  to  her  eyes. 

His  head  shook  sadly. 
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"  Hev  any  trouble  ?  " 

She  drew  a  wallet  from  the  breast  of  her 
blouse  and  tossed  it  on  the  table,  where  it 
lay  unheeded  by  both. 

"  Not  a  bit— of  that  kind.  Torrance  took 
them  without  a  word.  Told  him  it  might  be 
our  last.  He  offered  ten  dollars  a  head  more. 
Thinks  he's  been  getting  into  us  all  the 
time  ....  He  tried  to— to  take  my  hand 
I  came  near  giving  him  my  quirt  over  the. 
face.  But  there  was  a  crowd,  and  I  let  him 
have  it  on  the  arm." 

The  half-breed's  eyes  flamed.  "Got  fresh, 
eh  ?     I'll  hev  a  word  to  say  to  him." 

"  Never  mind,  Pete."  Her  voice  was  life- 
less and  a  little  weary.  "  Never  mind.  His 
kind  don't  frighten  me.  I'd  just  like  to  have 
left  a  mark  for  the  sake  of  the  next  decent 
girl,   that's  all." 

She  went  to  the  rear  of  the  cave  and  dipped 
a  basin  in  a  pool  of  water  kept  filled  from 
a  trickle  through  an  invisible  crevice,  and 
proceeded  to  wash  her  face.  Blue  Pete  made 
quietly  for  the  entrance  and  passed  out,  while 
she  stood  staring  at  the  gentle  swaying  of 
the  ivy  behind  him,  a  budding  smile  fluttering 
the  comers  of  her  lips.  She  knew  he  would 
not  return  for  an  hour — without  explanation 
or  assurance  he  had  thrust  that  privacy  on 
her  after  every  return  to  the  cave.  She 
divested  herself  of  her  clothing  and  bathed. 

She  was  busy  about  the  stove  when  ^  he 
returned.  In  the  light  of  the  two  candles 
stuck  on  the  ledge  behind  the  stove  annoyance 
and  uncertainty  were  expressed  in  her  puckered 
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brow  as  she  stooped  over  the  frying  pan, 
holding  her  head  away  to  escape  the  spattering 
grease.  At  his  entrance  she  pushed  the  pan 
back,  wiped  her  hands,  and  started  to  lay 
the  table 

Blue  Pete,  astride  a  block  of  wood  near 
the  entrance,  watched  her  furtively,  making 
sudden  noises  now  and  then  that  his  presence 
might  not  seem  "  creepy  "  to  her.  Once  he 
caught  himself  in  the  middle  of  a  sigh  and 
cleared  his  throat  instead.  He  ached  to  be 
doing  the  things  she  did  so  clumsily,  for  he 
had  always  done  for  himself  and  could  not 
bear  that  she  should  work  for  him. 

Then  he  lost  himself  in  the  picture  of  it — 
the  puckered  face  with  the  Unes  so  black  in 
the  candlelight,  the  firm  little  hands  that 
could  curb  the  wildest  horse  yet  fumbled  the 
simplest  housework,  the  tripping  lightness  of 
her  passage  between  table  and  stove,  the 
appraising  scrutiny  of  her  dark  eyes  as  she 
contemplated  the  frying  pan.  It  was  too 
much  for  him  ;  he  turned  his  eyes  firmly  away. 

"  Ding-a-ling-a-ling  !  "  she  chimed,  imitating 
a  bell.  "  Supper's  ready,  Pete."  A  frank 
taste  of  the  contents  of  the  pan  satisfied  her. 
"  Come  and  have  the  first  civilized  meal  you've 
had,  I  bet,  for  many  a  day.  I  hope  you'll 
like  it  ...  .  Don't  you  think  I'm — I'm  doing 
pretty  well,   Pete  ?  " 

She  was  the  young  housewife  anxious  for 
the  praise  of  her  lord,  and  when  he  grinned 
his  reply  she  read  the  pure  delight  of  it  and 
laughed  girlishly.  Awkwardly  he  placed  a 
stool  for  her  and  waited  for  her  to  seat  herself. 
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For  days  he  had  been  working  on  that  stool 
early  and  late,  with  only  an  axe  and  a  pocket 
knife. 

She  noted  it  right  away  and  gurgled  with 
pleasure. 

"Why,  Pete,  it's  grand.  I  didn't  know 
you  was  a  carpenter  too.  We'll  soon  have  a 
real  housekeeping  outfit,  won't  we  ?  "  She 
seated   herself   elaborately.     "  It's   so   comfy, 

too.     A  birthday  present,  I  guess Did 

you  know  yesterday  was  my  birthday 

my  twentieth  ?  "  With  cheek  resting  in  her 
hand  she  stared  at  the  plate  before  her.     "  My — 

twentieth!     I'm  getting  old,  Pete And 

yet  I'm  so  young — there  s  such  a  long  life  ahead!" 

He  tried  to  rally  her,  noisily,  un-Pete-like. 

"  Goi-swizzled,  Miss  Mira,  ef  \nih  don'  look 
good  fer  a  hundred  years  more  !  " 

"  A  hundred  more  !  "  she  muttered 

"A   hundred— of   what?" 

That  was  beyond  him,  and  he  gulped  a  lump 
of  scorching  meat  and  ignored  its  seething 
passage    dovvTi    his    throat. 

"  See  anyone  on  the  way  ?  "  he  asked 
presently. 

"No.      I  kept  to  the  west Didn't 

want    to    see   nobody." 

He  tried  t^  fill  the  succeeding  silence  with 
noisy  eating,  but  her  own  plate  was  untouched. 
When  she  saw  the  direction  of  his  eyes  she 
pioked  up  her  fork  and  toyed  with  the  meat. 

"  Did  he  follow  you  far  ?  "  she  inquired 
suddenly.     And  to  his  nod  ;  "  It  means  we've 

got  to  get  rid  of  them  some  place  else I 

wouldn't    go    through    that    again — never  !     I 
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wouldn't  do  what  I  did  again  for  anjlhing.  ' 
She  shuddered.     Presently  she  went  on  simply. 

"  He  ast  me  marry  him,  you  know To — 

marry  him  !  And  me  all  the  time  just  holding 
him  off  for  you  to  get  av/ay  with  the  horses  I 
It  wasn't — just — right,  Pete." 

He  was  moving  restlessly,  his  own  appetite 
as  dead  as  hers. 

"  I  didn't  want  him  to  tell  me  that,"  she 
continued,  red  showing  in  her  face. 

"  An   yuh   didn't   take   him  ?  " 

Something  in  his  tone  <Jrew  her  eyes  to 
his. 

"  No,  Pete,"  she  told  him  gently. 

He  grabbed  a  chunk  of  bread  and  bit  into 
it  viciousW. 

"  Ef  yu.  feel  Hke  that  why  didn't  yuh  grab 
him  when  yuh  hed  the  chance  ?  "  he  asked 
bitterly.  "  Yuh'd  'a'  got  wot  yuh've  bin 
hankerin'  fer  fer  years." 

A  swift  flush  crowded  to  her  cheeks. 

"You're  right,  Pete,  I  believe  I  hav  been 
— been  half  hoping  things  I  should  have  known 
couldn't  happen."  She  was  looking  him 
straight  in  the  eyes.  "  But  I  want  to  tell 
you,  Pete,  that  I'm  glad  now — I  know.  I 
don't  think  it  ever  was  real  love — not  love 
as  I  think  it  ought  to  be.  He's  a  real  gentle- 
man— and  I  suppose  it  all  looked  so  fine  to  me. 
He  treated  me  like  a  city  lady — and  I  didn't 
care  for.  more  than  that.  It  kind  of  took 
me  off  my  feet,  I  guess — me  just  a  cowgirl, 
and  his  uniform,   and  his  kindness." 


She    laughed — a    sharp    breathless    kind 
laugh. 
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"  You  want  to  get  rid  of  me,  Pete — you're 
tired  of  my  cooking." 

"  Aw,  hell !  "  he  exploded,  and  fell  to  gorging. 

She  carried  his  plate  to  the  frying  pan  for 
more,  and  as  she  stood  behind  him  with  the 
filled  plate  laughed  again  and  patted  his 
shoulder.  And  when  he  shrugged  away  her 
laugh   came   more   naturally. 

"  Pete,  Pete,"  she  said — and  from  behind 
his  chair  she  was  watching  what  was  visible 
of  his  face — "  you  don't  want  anyone  else  to 
have  me — and  you  don't  want  me  yourself." 

His  hand  stopped  on  the  way  to  his  mouth, 
and  he  moved  his  head  that  she  might  not  see 
his  face.  And  the  smile  left  hers  and  she 
returned  hastily  to  the  stove. 

"  Yuh  kin  get  him  any  time,"  he  growled, 
"  an'  I  sure  won't  butt  in." 

"  Think  so,  Pete  ?  " 

"  Think  so  ?  Bah  !  He's  fair  loony  over 
yuh." 

"  Think — so  ?  "    she   repeated   dreamily. 
"  D'you   think   he   won't    forget  ?     'Cause    it 
that's  so  I — I've  just  got  to  make  him  stop — 
stop   thinking   that    way." 

She  sank  into  the  stool  he  had  made  for  her 
and  leaned  her  chin  in  her  cupped  hands. 

"  I've  got  to,  that's  all.     It'll  spoil  his  Ufe — 

keeping  on And  there's  Helen,  loving 

him  fit  to  throw  herself  in  the  river,  I  beUeve 

and  she's  his  sort It's  the 

only  decent  thing  to  do — to  make  him  hate  me." 

She  glanced  at  Blue  Pete  .as  she  finished, 
and  something  in  his  face  made  her  breath 
come  quickly. 
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"  Pete,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  and  her 
hand  crept  out  to  his.  "  Isn't  there — another 
way  ?     I'd  rather  he  didn't  hate  me,  you  know. 

Will  you  help  me,  Pete  ?     Look  at  me 

You  ought  to,  you  know,"  she  whispered. 
"  It  ain't  quite  decent —  the  way  we  live  alone 
here." 

Her  hand  was  working  its  way  coaxingly 
into  his,  and  the  big  half-breed  trembled  at  the 
touch. 

"  Pete,  dear,  will  you  take  me  ?  " 

His  head  rose  slowly.  A  grey  pallor  was 
touching  the  bluish  shadows  of  his  swarthy 
skin  and  his  eyes  were  steady  at  last.  And 
what  she  read  in  them  made  her  blush  and  tug 
at  her  hand.  The  fire  in  the  stove  gave  a  dying 
crackle  that  broke  startingly  on  the  silence 
that  fell  between  them ;  a  tender  rustling 
drifted  to  them  from  the  ivy  before  the 
entrance. 

"  No,  no  !  "  he  cried.  "  No,  no  !  "  Sud- 
denly he  withdrew  his  hand  and  threw  his 
arms  up  helplessly.  "  I'm  only  a  half-breed. 
Miss  Mira.  I  ain't  even  got  a  name  to  give 
yuh.     I " 

"  But  that  doesn't  matter,"  she  pleaded 
gently,  " in  our  world." 

••  No,  no  !  " 

He  stumbled  to  his  feet  and  she  watched 
him  moving  uncertainly  to  the  entrance,  a 
hesitating  smile  tugging  at  her  lips.  She  thought 
he  would  turn,  but  he  passed  through  and  was 
gone  without  a  look.  And  one  look  would  have 
saved  her.  Biting  her  hp,  she  began  to  clear 
the  table. 
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"  But  it  doesn't  mean,  dear  fellow,  that 
you  don't  love  me,"  she  told  herself.  "  Isn't 
that  so,  Juno  ?  " 

When  he  returned  the  dishes  were  washed 
and  out  of  sight,  and  fresh  candles  were  stuck 
on  the  ledges,  beneath  one  of  which  she  laboured 
clumsily  to  mend  a  rent  in  her  skirt. 

"  Then  it  means,  Pete,"  she  said  gravely, 
"  that  I've  got  to— to  do  the  other  thing  ?  " 

His  only  answer  was  to  cram  the  tobacco 
into  his  corn-cob  pipe.  There  was  just  a 
moment's  hesitation,  and  then  he  went  to  the 
back  of  the  cave  to  prepare  the  horses  for  the 
night. 


CHAPTER  XXII 
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sure,    Miss     Mira," 
"  That  last  round- 


IHEY'VE    flitted, 
said  Blue  Pete. 

up   o'   the  Corpora Vs  sure  took  the 
starch  out  o'  them.     D — darn  sneak- 
in'  rats  !     Ain't  got  the  guts  of  a  hen  !  " 

They  were  riding  abreast  in  the  Hills,  their 
going  and  conversation  recklessly  noisy.  At  a 
rubble  of  rocks  fallen  from  a  cliff  he  pulled  in 
to   let   her   precede. 

"  I  guess  that's  right,  Pete.  Juno  hasn't 
found   them    for   days." 

There  were  several  minutes  of  silence. 

"  Guess  I  got  to  shift  camp,  Miss  Mira," 
he  said  ;  and  he  would  not  look  at  her. 

"  Shift  camp  ?  You  don't  mean  you're  leav- 
ing the  Hills?" 

"  Nothin'  else  fer  it.  How  else  kin  I  get 
Dutchy  an'  Bilsy  ?  " 

"  If  they  stay  away  you  don't  care,  Pete," 
she  said  Ughtly. 

"  Got  a  debt  to  pay.  .  ._  •  •  Sergeant  Denton 
an'  this  scar  here  on  Whiskers." 

"  But  you've  had  a  hundred  chances  to  pay 
in  the  last  month — and  you  wouldn't  even 
scare  them  real  bad." 
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"  'Cause  they  was  doin'  my  work,"  he  ex- 
plained.    "  I  cud  wait But  ef  they've 

gone— why— jes'    natcherl  Blue  Pete's  got  to 
go  whar  they  are." 

"  Wud  you  come  too,  Miss  Mira  ?  "  he  asked 
after  a  pause. 

"  My  work's  here,  Pete,"  she  replied  firmly. 

"  Wot's  that  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothing,  Pete.  But  I've  been  raised 
here — and  I  wouldn't  know  what  to  do 
anywhere  else." 

"I'd  come  back  after  I  got  Dutchy  an' 
Bilsy,"  he  promised. 

"  But  my  work  won't  wait." 

They  rode  on  to  the  edge  of  Windy  Coulee 
before  either  broke  the  silence. 

"  I'm  waitin' — here,"   he  told  her. 

Her  comment  came  minutes  later. 

"  Then  you've  got  to  give  up  being  so 
squeamish  and  do  real  rustling."  she  stipulated. 

The  cave  ^yas  unusually  silent  that  evening. 
He  sat  in  his  old  corner  near  the  entrance 
where  his  smoke  would  not  trouble  her,  while 
she  worked  about  the  stove  in  her  absent- 
minded  way.  Watching  her  from  beneath 
his  eyebrows,  he  missed  the  fretful  frowns  and 
exclamations  that  punctuated  her  household 
duties.  To-night  she  worked  in  silence,  making 
the  old  mistakes  so  patiently  that  a  sense 
of   impending   disaster   made   him   shudder. 

Presently  his  mind   ran  to  other  things. 

"  It  sure  was  a  great  life,"  he  muttered, 
apropos  of  nothing  she  had  said  for  hours, 
"-^^the  rustliu'." 

"  You  can't  make  the  Pohce  believe  you've 
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only  been  rustling  rustle^l  stuff,"  she  said. 
"  It'll  be  all  the  same  when  they  get  you." 

"  They  ain't  got  mc,"  he  grinned.  "  But 
wot  about  you  ?  "  he  added  in  sudden  alarm. 

"  Oh,  they'll  get  me  some  time — they  always 
do." 

"  Don'  know  wot's  got  into  yuh  lately. 
Miss  Mira.  Yuli  don't  seem  to  care  ef  they 
ketch  yuh.  Yuh'd  'a'  bin  caught  that  las' 
time  ef  I  hedn't  led  'em  off.  They  near  got 
me.  Ef  yuh  get  into  trouble  thar'll  sure  be 
shootin',  that's  wot.     I  won't  see  yuh  took." 

She  had  finished  the  cooking  and  they  seated 
themselves  beside  the  table  in  silence. 

"  Where  was  the  horses  of  the  7-inverted-P 
outfit  when  you  seen  them  last  ?  "  she  asked 
thoughtfully. 

He  glowered  at  her.  "  Yuh  ain't  goin'  to 
rustlin',  Miss  Mira  ?  Don't.  An'  the  7-in- 
verted-P bunch  has  the  best  riders  in  the  West 

— an'  right  under  the  nose  of  the  PoUce 

I  won't  tell  yuh  whar  they  are — an'  I'll  stop 
yuh  on  any  fool-job  like  that." 

"  I  suppose  you'll  tell  the  Police  ?  "  she  jeered. 
"  Besides,  you  know  you'd  be  the  first  to  try  to 
save  me." 

"I'll  hang  right  onto  yer  heels,"  he  warned 
her  doggedly.     "  I'll— I'll  tie  yuh,  ef  I  got  to." 

"  Pete,"  she  begged,  "  I've  just  got  to  for— 
for  everyone's  sake." 

He  did  not  pretend  to  understand  a  woman  ; 
he  had  known  so  few  in  his  rough  Ufe.  But 
be  kept  doggedly  to  his  purpose.  For  three 
days  more  they  searched  the  Hills,  visiting  all 
the  old  haunts  of  the  rustlers,  but  not  a  mark 
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was  fresher  than  a  week  old,  not  once  did 
Whiskers  lift  her  limp  ear  in  the  old  way  that 
told  of  the  proximity  of  her  old  friends.  The 
Hills  were  as  innocent  as  before  the  herds 
came   to   the   prairies. 

"  I'm  tired  of  this,"  Mira  blurted  out  at  the 
end  of  the  third  day.  "  Go  where  you  like — 
do  what  you   like.      I'm  for  the    prairie." 

"Wot  fer?"  He  had  pulled  Whiskers 
across  her  path  so  that  she  was  forced  to  stop. 

"  To  pick  cactus  flowers  and  bathe  in  the 
pretty  streams,"  she  jeered.  "  We  need  a 
new  bouquet  for  the  parlour  table — and  I 
haven't  had  a  real  bath  in  a  month." 

She  was  in  a  different  mood  when  they  reached 
the  cave.  For  some  reason  she  did  not  clear 
the  table  after  the  meal,  but  merely  shoved 
the  dirty  dishes  back. 

"  Hadn't  I  better  give  you  another  lesson  ?  " 
she  suggested  gently.  "  You  haven't  had  one 
for  so  long  now — and  you  were  getting  on  so 
fine.  You  won't  need  many  more  that  I  can 
give  you.  Then  I'll  throw  the  books  away 
again." 

He  and  Whiskers  had  travelled  over  two 
hundred  miles,  far  down  into  Montana,  for 
those  books,  and  the  thought  of  such  an  end 
oppressed  him  with  the  old  fear  of  something 
impending.  For  a  half  hour  they  worked, 
he  struggling  to  gain  her  approval,  she  under 
too  much  strain  to  notice.  Her  mind  kept 
wandering,  too,  and  he  tried  in  subtle  ways  to 
draw  it  back.  Presently  she  went  to  the 
entrance  and  drew  aside  the  ivy,  her  shm  body 
outlined  against  the  sky  above  the  tree-tops. 
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Slowly  she  returned  to  the  back  of  the  cave 
where  the  hoises  were  stabled. 

"  I  think  I'll  take  a  ride,"  she  said  carelessly. 
"  It's  stifling  in  here  to-night." 

He  watched  her  saddle  the  horse  and  attach 
quirt  and  rifle,  the  ordinary  paraphernalia 
of  their  daily  rides.  But  when  the  sound  of 
her  horse's  hoofs  was  dying  away  he  rushed 
to  Whiskers  and  saddled  her.  But  Mira  was 
waiting  for  him. 

"  I  knew  you  would,"  she  sighed. 

His  eyes  dropped  before  hers,  but  he  re- 
mained  stubbornly  where   he   was. 

"  Don't  yuh  think  things  is  jest  as  stiflin' 
fer    me  ?  "    he    asked.     "  Besides,    I    wasn't 
follerin'    ynh      I   was   going   away   off    thar. 
Go  whar  yuh  dam  please."    And  he  struck 
spurs  into  Whiskers  and  galloped  away. 

And  Mira  made  straight  for  the  West  and  the 
prairie. 
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MIRA  S  DESPERATB  STRATEGY 


WHEN  Mira  came  out  from  the  trees 
an  hour  of  the  long  prairie  day 
remained,  rnd,  keeping,  to  the 
lower  levels,  she  rode  towards 
the  Pohce  Post  at  Medicine  Lodge,  dismounting 
after  darkness  in  a  coulee  where  a  clump 
of  straggly  bulberry  bushes  hung  over  the  bed 
of  a  dried-up  stream.  Far  to  the  left  the 
clustered  Ughts  of  the  nearest  ranch  were 
decreased  in  size  but  little  in  brightness  by  the 
five  miles  of  clear  Alberta  night,  and  as  she 
saw  them  her  heart  yearned  to  her  own  ranch. 
The  mouth-organ  would  be  playing  there  now 
in  the  bunk-house  and  Gret's  clumsy  steps 
in  the  kitchen  would  record  the  course  of  her 
nightly  duties. 

The  stillness  oppressed  her.  She  could  not 
recall  another  such  breathless  night  on  the 
heights  at  that  time  of  the  year  ;  it  made  her 
shudder.  The  one  sound  of  hfe  about  her, 
her  horse  moving  restlessly  in  the  bulberry 
bushes,  she  turned  her  back  on  and  struck 
resolutely  but  cautiously  toward  a  nearer 
cluster  of  lighted  windows  that  marked  the 
Police  Post.    Her  hands  against  her  breast. 


MIRA'S  DESPERATE  STRATEGY  209 

she  cowered  a  moment  beneath  one  of  the 
windows  before  she  could  muster  courage  to 
look  within. 

Two  PoHcemen  were  there,  coatless.  lounging 
in  easy  chairs  beside  a  table,  their  heads  buried 
in  the  latest  newspapers.  Into  every  shadow 
and  corner  of  the  room  she  peered,  and  a  sigh 
of  satisfaction  broke  from  her.  The  two  Police- 
men moved  but  did  not  raise  their  eyes,  and 
with  a  fluttering  breath  she  glided  back  to  her 
horse. 

She  did  not  see  a  third  Policeman  ride  up 
to  the  door  and  dismount  while  she  was  still 
in  th'-  coulee. 

When  out  of  hearing  she  galloped  to  the 
south-east,  skirting  the  ranch  lights,  until  the 
deeper  darkness  of  a  valley  appeared  before 
her.  There  she  pulled  in,  listening  intently 
to  the  gentle  noises  of  a  night  bunch  of  horses 
feeding  below  her.  A  hungry  smile  came  to 
her  Hps  as  she  heard.  And  her  eyes  went 
back  to  the  Police  Post  and  off  to  the  Hills, 
and  her  hand  reached  to  the  pomrnel  of  the 
saddle  as  if  her  courage  were  failing  her. 

A  restlessness  was  audible  among  the  feed- 
ing horses,  and  distant  galloping  told  her  that 
the  rider  night-hawks  were  having  a  busy 
time.  She  crept  nearer,  to  locate  the  outskirts 
of  the  herd  and  to  satisfy  herself  that  all  the 
cowboys  were  on  the  other  side  of  the  valley. 
Some  of  the  nearest  horses  raised  their  heads 
to  examine  her  carelessly  as  she  gently  worked 
her  mount  in  among  them.  Then  she  began 
to  bear  outward,  a  half  dozen  of  the  aerd 
moving  slowly  before  her. 
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Across  the  valley  her  ears  strained  to  the 
sounds  of  the  night  herders.  When  at  last 
she  heard  one  approaching,  she  crowded  the 
horses  before  her  into  a  slow  walk.  The  on- 
coming cowboy  seemed  to  divine  the  move- 
ment, for  he  spurred  faster.  In  a  minute  he 
would  know.  Pressing  spurs  into  her  horse, 
the  bunch  broke  into  a  trot,  then  into  an  easy 
gallop  ;  and  she  urged  them  no  faster. 

The  cowboy,  circUng  wide  that  his  haste 
might  not  stampede  them,  uttered  an  ex- 
clamation as  she  loomed  through  the  darkness. 
Immediately  she  fired,  the  flash  cutting  above 
his  head.  It  stopped  him,  as  she  intended, 
and  with  a  shout  across  to  his  companions 
he   made   full   speed   for   assistance. 

Mira  had  worked  it  all  out.  He  would  make 
the  ranch  in  twelve  minutes  and  telephone 
the  PoUce.  In  twenty  minutes  at  the  most 
they  would  be  on  her  track — not  the  slightest 
chance  for  her,  even  with  a  half  dozen  to  help, 
to  get  eight  or  ten  stolen  horses  into  the  Hills, 
fifteen  miles  away.  A  faint  tinge  on  the  top 
of  Mount  Abbot,  the  highest  peak  in  the  Hills, 
told  her  that  in  less  than  an  hour  it  would  be 
dayhght  out  there  on  the  prairie. 

Yet  she  did  not  hurry Now  the  cow- 
boy would  be  alarming  the  ranch      

now  the  Police  were  at  the  telephone 

now  commencing  the  chase.  Well,  the  fates 
favoured  her — Corporal  Mahon  was  not  there 
to  be  in  at  the  end.  She  smiled  wanly  and 
looked  up  into  the  dawning  day  with  a  strange 
ae\v  mterest. 

The  horses  stopped  to  browse  in  a  coulee. 
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aud  she  drew  up  behind  them,  watching  back 
toward  the  Post.  When  she  caught  the  move- 
ment there,  a  moment  of  panic  seized  her.  A 
tear  stole  down  her  cheek,  but  she  dashed  it 
away  and  started  the  horses  on  again. 

When  he  knew  he  was  out  of  hearing,  Blue 
Pete  turned  and  rode  north-west.  In  such 
darkness  none  but  he  could  have  held  such  a 
pace,  scorning  trails  and  clearings,  aiming 
always  for  the  prairie  to  the  north-west  where 
he  knew  Mira  had  gone.  And  even  he,  when 
he  broke  from  the  trees,  showed  marks  of  his 
reckless  ride,  for  his  face  was  dripping,  and  a 
big  rent  in  his  chaps  told  of  the  risks  he  had 
taken.  Growling  to  himself,  he  saw  with  alarm 
that  Whiskers  was  so  fagged  he  must  let  her 
rest.  When  he  re-saddled  a  glimmer  of  light 
was  touching  the  prairie.  With  straining  eye 
and  ear  he  star^.ed  aimlessly  northward,  and 
presently  the  gallop  of  distant  horses  sent  him 
into  the  cover  of  a  roll  in  the  prairie,  where  he 
waited.  But  not  until  he  made  out  the  thun- 
der of  the  pursuing  Police  was  he  really  alarmed. 
Hastily  peering  over,  he  took  but  one  quick 
look  and  then  dug  his  great  spurs  into  Whiskers' 
sides. 

"  She's    a    devil — a    devil — a    devil !  "    he 
drummed  aloud  to  the  pounding  of  his  rush. 
"  An'  I  didn't  guess  !     I'm  a  fool — a  fool — 
a  fool  !  " 

Nearer   came   the   running   horses — so   near 
hV-nf  —here  he  lay  he  could  have  roped  Mira 
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as   she   passed.     But   his   eyes  w^ere   fixed   on 
two  racing  Policemen  less  than  half  a   mik 
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behind.  A  sudden  plan  took  shape  in  his 
mind.  Riding  up  urtil  another  foot  would 
exj)ose  him,  he  removed  his  vest  and  took  it 
firmly  in  both  hands,  and  as  the  first  Police- 
man tore  along  within  twenty  yards  he  sud- 
denl}'  spurred  over  the  rise,  waving  hir.  vest 
furiously.  So  swift  and  timely  was  his  move 
that  he  had  to  swing  aside  to  avoid  a  collision. 
The  PoLce  horse,  terrified,  leaped  to  one 
side,  stumbled,  and  plunged  away  rider- 
less. 

Blue  Pete,  merely  glancing  at  the  unhorsed 
Policeman,  turned  his  attention  to  his  com- 
panion a  hundred  3'ards  away.  With  a  groan 
he  recognised  Corporal  Mahon.  One  quick 
glance  he  threw  after  Mira,  then  shifted  his 
rifle  to  his  left  hand  and  raised  it  unsteadily. 
As  he  pulled  the  trigger  his  eyes  closed,  and 
a  wave  of  dizziness  seized  him  so  that  he 
clung  to  the  pommel,  Whiskers  shifting  about 
uneasily  all  the  time,  as  if  protesting  against 
what  her  rider  was  doing.  When  he  saw  that 
he  had  missed,  for  a  terrible  moment  the  rifle 
pointed  steadily  at  the  khaki  coat.  But  numb- 
ness seemed  to  seize  his  arms,  and  the  rifle 
fell  nervelessly. 

"  God  help  her  !  "  he  groaned.  "  She's  got 
to   take  her  chances." 

The  fallen  Policeman  was  limping  after  his 
horse.  Blue  Pete's  eyes  were  rivetted  on  the 
chase,  ever^^  move  of  it  reflected  in  his  face. 
He  saw  Mira  look  back  and,  as  if  struck  by  a 
sudden  terror,  niadh'  appl}'  quirt  and  spurs. 
Before  that  Blue  Pete  knew  that  she  was  not 
trying  to  escape. 
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"  She's  saw  him,"  he  breathed.  "  God,  oh, 
God  !  "     It  was  like  a  prayer. 

He  drew  the  back  of  his  hand  across  his 
eyes  as  Mahon's  fresher  horse  gained  rapidly. 
Mira  bent  over  her  horse's  neck  wliispering  to 
it  for  the  last  effort  that  responds  only  to  the 
human  voice,  but  Mahon  was  riding  hard, 
reckless  of  badger  holes  and  cactus.  Blue 
Pete  fancied  the  crowding  PoUceman  would 
have  welcomed  a  fall  that  would  reUeve  him 
of   the   awful   duty   ahead. 

Mira's  weary  horse  stumbled,  as  if  in  its 
weariness  it  had  been  unable  to  avoid  a  badger 
hole  in  the  way,  swayed  in  its  stride,  and  at  the 
very  edge  of  the  trees,  with  a  hundred  hiding 
places  only  a  few  yards  away,  gave  a  choking 
gasp  and  fell.  Mira  leaped  from  the  saddle 
and  ran,  but  a  big  bay  horse  ploughed  across 
her  path.  For  a  second  or  two  she  faced  Mahon, 
defiant,  her  breath  coming  in  gasps. 

"  Oh  !  "  she  moaned  then.  "  Oh  1  "  And 
that  was  all. 

His  own  suffering  flooded  his  eyes  so  that 
she  could  not  fail  to  see  it.  And  suddenly 
she  threw  herself  on  the  ground  and  hid  her 
face  in   her   arm,   sobbing   hysterically. 

"  I  thought — you  were  away.     I — I  didn't 

want  you  to — have  to  do  it.     Oh  ! 

Oh!  ...    .     " 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


AI.ONE 


THE  old  cave  behind  the  drooping  vines 
was  different  now.  Blue  Pete  raised 
the  veil  of  green  with  hesitating  hand 
and  looked  in,  as  if  half  expecting 
proof  that  he  had  been  dreaming  out  there 
through  that  terrible  half  hour  on  the  prairie. 
Standing  on  the  tlireshold,  he  peered  every- 
where about  the  cave  so  crowded  with  memories 
of  the  only  real  freinds  he  ever  knew.  He  saw 
the  dishes  on  the  table  as  she  had  pushed  them 
back  for  their  last  lesson,  and  his  roving  eyes 
lighted  on  a  bright  green  skirt  hanging  on  the 
rocky  wall.  Her  stool — the  one  he  had  laboured 
so  hard  to  make  for  her — stood  against  the 
table  as  she  had  risen  from  it.  With  working 
lips  he  turned  to  droj)  the  ivy. 

But  Whiskers,  impatient  at  liis  back,  whinnied 
and  darted  past  to  the  stable  she  knew  best  ; 
and  he  listened  eagerly  as  she  nosed  among 
the  remains  of  last  night's  feed.  Hat  in  hand, 
he  let  the  vines  fall  beliind  him  and  stood 
reverently  inside,  his  face  bent  to  the  ground 
as  if  in  worship. 

He  could  not  bear  to  look  yet  on  these 
mute  evidences  of  her  presence  there  such  a 
few  short  hours  ago — the  little  tasks  awaiting 
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her  ready  but  unaccustomed  hand,  the  green 
skirt  she  had  worn  so  badly  and  spent  so  many 
weary  hours  to  repair,  the  stool  she  loved, 
the  books  lying  as  they  had  ended  their  last 
communion. 

A  whimper  from  the  darkness  at  the  rear 
recalled  him.  Juno  was  there  waiting — waiting 
for  one  who  would  never  return  now.  Surely 
she  must  know,  else  she  would  have  met  him 
in  the  usual  stately  way.  It  was  as  if  the  cave 
were  too  sacred  for  noisy  demonstration,  too 
full  of  crowding  memories  of  joy  that  would 
never  return. 

With  a  spasmodic,  half-blind  movement, 
he  seized  the  green  skirt  and  buried  his  face 
in  its  folds,  and  a  sigh  like  a  sob  heaved  his 
shoulders.  Gathering  it  carefully  in  a  roll 
he  placed  it  in  a  box  where  she  had  kept  her 
few  clothes.  The  dishes  he  collected  in  a  pan, 
just  as  they  were,  and  hid  them  behind  the 
stove.  The  chair — her  chair — he  stood  looking 
down  on  for  a  long  time,  and  he  left  it  as  she 
had  risen  from  it  last.  The  funny  new  tins 
she  had  made  him  purchase  he  stacked  along 
the  walls  ;  he  would  need  only  the  old  bent 
teapot  and  the  frying  pan  now. 

From  the  ledge,  back  in  the  deeper  shadows, 
he  drew » reverently  a  bit  of  charred  stick. 
A  score  of  times  a  day  he  was  always  picturing 
it— a  httle  thing,  but  a  brilliant  spot  in  his 
uncouth  Hfe.  They  had  been  sitting  ^ne  even- 
ing after  supper,  she  working  at  the  torn  skirt, 
he  saying  little  but  thinking  and  watching  much. 
And  when  he  drew  his  old  corn-cob  pipe  from 
his  belt  and  filled  it,  she  leaned  back  to  the 
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stove   with   a   laugh   that   thrilled   him,    and 
handed  to  him  a  lighted  splinter  of  wood. 

With  a  pang  he  realised  how  much  like  real 
housekeeping  their  life  there  had  been — as 
he  had  never  pictured  for  himself  in  his  wildest 
dreams.  It  swept  over  him,  the  keenest  agony 
he  had  ever  felt,  that  he  would  never  see  her 
again  ;  for  he  knew  what  was  awaiting  the 
rustler  at  the  hands  of  the  law.  Two  years  at 
least !  Two  years  !  His  hands  pressed  over 
his  eyes  and  a  groan  burst  from  him.  And 
Juno  came  to  him  and  rubbed  against  his  side 
with  unaccustomed  affection. 

He  began  mechanically  to  light  the  fire  in 
the  stove,  and  in  the  act  tried  to  imagine  he 
was  doing  it  for  her  as  of  old — bits  of  bark 
to  catch  the  flame  of  the  match,  then  the 
smaller  wood,  and  above  it  the  larger.  A 
score  of  times  she  had  watched  him  with 
knitted  brows,  smiling  hopelessly  when  it  was 
finished  and  the  blaze  broke  swiftly  and  clear — 
smiling  again  when  a  vagrant  breeze  drove 
back  the  smoke  into  the  cave  and  half  smothered 
them  ;  smiling  still  when  the  cheerful  warmth 
radiated  into  the  cave  and  the  thought  of  a  hot 
supper  kindled  her  ready  appetite. 

But  to-day  the  fire  would  not  light,  though 
he  tried  twice,  the  little  flame  flickering  and 
dying    before    his    eyes. 

It  was  a  message  to  him.  With  a  sigh  he 
picked  up  the  saucepan  and  kettle  and  left 
the  cave,  Juno  whimpering  after  him.  And 
in  a  beautiful  little  glade  where  a  stream 
bubbled  at  his  feet  and  the  thick  green  of  the 
trees  crowded  out  the  sky,  he  built  his  fire — 
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as  he  had  built  it  a  thousand  times  in  the  old 
life  when  he  hved  alone. 

For  a  week  he  lived  in  the  open,  returning 
to  the  cave  only  for  supplies  and  to  feed 
Whiskers.  The  Uttle  pinto  seemed  to  fret 
now  away  from  the  cave,  and  Blue  Pete 
yielded  unquestioningly  and  left  her  to  the 
rocky  stall  behind  the  ivy  screen,  though  every 
visit  to  Mira's  old  haunts  rent  his  tender  heart 
with  memories.  And  Juno,  very  subdued  and 
plaintive  now,  nuzzled  close  to  Whiskers  in 
the  gloom  of  the  cave  rather  than  share  the 
dreary   life   of   her   human   comrade. 

There  were  moments  in  those  days  when  the 
half-breed's  face  went  blacker,  and  he  fingered 
his  rifle  grimly  ;  but  the  fire  always  died  from 
his  eyes,  leaving  them  pathetic  and  wandering. 
For  hours  at  a  time  he  lay  outstretched  on  the 
ground  in  the  chill  autumn  air,  now  rapidly 
settling  into  winter,  his  head  hidden  in  the 
bend  of  his  elbow,  only  to  leap  to  his  feet 
and   pace   among   the   trees. 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  was  helpless  ; 
his  great  strength  and  endurance,  his  cunning, 
his  desperate  courage  and  utter  recklessness 
on  occasion,  were  baulked  before  the  wall  of 
the  law 
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MIRA   STANTON  :   RUSTLER 

IN  a  few  days  the  fall  assizes  opened 
in  Medicine  Hat,  four  rustlers  facing 
the  judge  as  the  trophies  of  the  PoUce 
after  a  summer  of  unprecedented  strain. 
One  of  them  was  Mira  Stanton — caught  in 
the  act,  and  with  other  moments  in  her  career 
that  would  tell  against  her  at  the  trial. 

She  was  last  on  the  list,  and  the  two  years 
sentence  on  the  three  tried  before  _  her  pre- 
cluded any  hope  she  might  have  had  of  leniency. 
The  worst  crime  of  a  cattle  country  was  to 
be  punished  in  her  small  body,  though  among 
the  spectators  were  a  score  not  less  pi^'^ty 
and  with  less  excuse.  But  the  law  and  tne 
people  draw  a  defined  Hne  between  the  horse 
thief  by  profession  and  the  rancher  who  has 
no  qualms  about  an  unbranded  colt  or  calf. 
Every  rancher  free  to  come  was  there  to  gloat 
over  the  sternness  of  the  law. 

It  was  early  October,  when  the  nights  show 
white,  though  the  sun  drives  down  during  the 
day  with  its  mid-year  brilliance.  The  trails 
were  inches  deep  in  dust,  and  every  prairie 
traveller  wa«:  erey  with  it.  The  wind  caught 
the  faded  .  -uck  powde^  and  swirled  it  into 
town — even   into   the   court-room   itself,    and 
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the  sun  shone  through  it  like  a  mist.  The 
court  officials,  in  their  moments  of  leisure, 
drew  designs  in  the  dust  on  their  desk  tops. 

In  breathless  silence  every  eye  was  fixed 
on  the  door  at  the  back  of  the  court-room 
as  Mira's  name  was  called  A  I'oliceman 
entered  first,  behind  him  the  torlom  little  figure, 
untidy  with  months  of  careless  riding  and  •  ights 
of  ceaseless  tossing,  shrinking  before  the  staring 
crowd.  Another  Policeman  followed  and  took 
his  stand  before  the  door,  staring  at  the  wall 
of  the  court-room  above  the  heads  of  the 
spectators. 

She  entered  the  dock,  an  elevated,  railed- 
in  enclosure,  with  stumbling  steps.  And  as 
the  gate  closed  behind  her  with  a  sharp  click 
her  hand  went  pitifully  to  her  eyes  to  shut  out 
the  gaping  faces.  One  fleeting  glance  she  cast 
at  the  second  seat  of  Policemen  where  Corporal 
Mahon  sat,  and  then  turned  her  face  to  the  floor 
at   the   judge's   feet. 

The  Inspector  cleared  his  throat,  and  Mahon 
sank  deeper  and  deeper  in  his  <;eat  such  a 
gush  of  pity  sweeping  over  him  that  he  could 
have  cried  out.  Yet  it  was  only  pity  the 
Inspector  saw  there  when  he  turned  once  to 
examine  his  subordinate's  face.  For  Corporal 
Mahon,  bringing  in  ^lira  Stanton  a  prisoner 
that  day,  had  handed  in  his  resignation.  The 
Inspector  had  pointed  without  a  word  to  the 
motto  of  the  Force  hanging  over  his  desk  : — 
"  Maintiens  le  droit,"  and  Mahon  had  bowed 
his  head  submissively. 

Nevertheless  he  found  it  in  him  now  to  wish 
she    had    escaped — that    he    could    have    fled 
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across  the  border  to  escape  giving  evidence 
against  her.  She  was  still  to  him  the  woman 
he  had  once  thought  he  loved,  and  that  was 
partly  the  pity  of  her  now.  This  shrinking 
creature,  with  soiled  skirt  and  crushed  blouse, 
with  grimy  face  and  uncombed  hair,  was  only 
the  dregs  of  what  he  had  once  admired.  The 
terror  in  her  eyes  made  her  to  him  a  poor 
hunted  creature  scarcely  responsible  for  her 
actions.  And  he  could  not  forget  his  share 
in  her  downfall — he  could  not  blot  out  the 
memory  of  what  she  was  before  the  death  of 
her  brothers.  As  always  when  she  shocked 
him,  pictures  of  Helen  rose  in  his  mind  by 
contrast. 

Of  the  early  stages  of  the  trial  he  was  scarcely 
conscious,  for  his  own  evidence  loomed  before 
him  now  like  a  hideous  betrayal.  A  new  judge 
sat  on  the  bench,  one  upon  whose  kindUness 
the  Inspector  in  secret  rehed  to  lighten  Mira's 
sentence.  Judge  Ritchie,  a  failure  as  a  lawyer, 
a  greater  failure  as  a  judge,  had  been  raised 
to    higher   planes   in    the   Government. 

Constable  Priest  told  onl)^  of  events  up  to 
the  moment  of  his  unseating  by  Blue  Pete's 
waving  vest. 

"  Who  is  this  Blue  Pete  ?  "  inquired  the 
judge.  "  He's  the  one  should  be  in  the 
dock." 

"  If  your  Honour,"  said  the  Inspector  im- 
patiently, "  can  suggest  any  short  cut  to  the 
best  rider  and  shot  and  trailer  in  the  country, 
and  the  one  man  who  knows  every  nook  and 
cranny  in  the  Hills,  the  Police  will  be  glad  to 
try  it.    May  I  inform  your  Honour  that  Blue 
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Pete  was  turned  from  a  Police  detective  to  a 

rustler  by  a  judge  who "     He  stopped  and 

cleared  his  throat. 

"  Order  '  Order  !  "  shouted  the  sheriff  at 
the  surprised  crowd. 

When  Mahon  heard  his  name,  his  ears  rang 
as  if  he  were  going  to  faint.  To  him  was 
to  fall  the  part  of  giving  the  evidence  that  would 
send  Mira  to  jail ;  for  Constable  Priest's  story 
blocked  any  plan  he  might  have  had  for  giving 
a  twist  to  his  words  that  would  lighten  her 
crime.  As  he  passed  the  Inspector  he  heard 
the  grizzled  man  mutter  the  motto  of  the 
Force,  and  with  firmer  step  mounted  to  the 
witness  box. 

Had  they  turned  to  each  other  then  they 
would  have  been  face  to  face,  but  he  knew 
her  eyes  were  still  fixed  on  the  floor,  and  he 
would  not  have  looked  at  her  for  worlds.  In  a 
dull  voice,  never  once  moving  his  eyes  from 
the  opposite  window  where  the  frosting  had 
worn  away,  he  narrated  the  incidents  of  the 
chase,  but  said  nothing  of  the  bullet  that 
whistled  past  his  back  or  of  Mira's  disjointed 
cries  when  he  cut  her  off  from  the  safety  of  the 
Hills. 

Only  at  the  end  did  he  look  at  her.  She  was 
watching  him  with  her  b'ttle  fists  gripped  over 
the  edge  of  the  raihng,  in  her  face  wonder 
and  anger,  and  a  little  contempt.  In  her  world 
his  conduct  was  inexcusable — it  came  to  him 
as  another  spur  to  his  conviction  that  their 
sympathies  were  so  wide  apart  that  had  she 
yielded  to  his  appeals  it  would  have  brought 
life-long  misery  to  both. 


I 
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As  he  stepped  from  the  witness  box  the  calling 
of  the  next  witness  startled  him. 

"  Helen  Parsons  !  " 

Bewildered,  he  leaned  forward  in  his  seat 
as  she  took  her  place  in  the  box.  He  had 
kept  firmly  aloof  from  the  preparation  of  the 
case  for  thePoUce  and  knew  nothing  of  Helen's 
subpoena  -knew  no  evidence  she  could  give 
that  would  be  of  the  slightest  value.  Helen 
herself  was  uncomfortable,  and  the  Inspector 
squirmed  under  her  indignant  eyes.  She  knew 
where  the  Inspector  had  obtained  the  informa- 
tion on  which  she  was  called  to  testify  against 
her  shrinking  cousin  ;  when  she  had  taxed  him 
with  it  he  admitted  that  one  of  the  half-breed's 
last  aids  to  the  Police  had  been  to  tell  him  in 
private  something  of  her  interest  in  the  Hills. 

What  was  to  be  drawn  from  her  she  could 
only  guess.  At  first  the  questions  of  the  prose- 
cuting attorne}'^  were  con^ned  to  her  knowledge 
of  the  Hills.  Mahon  knew  she  had  ridden 
there  a  great  deal,  but  he  had  never  thought  of 
it  as  more  than  a  recreation.  And  as  a  recrea- 
tion the  prosecution  tried  to  picture  it.  But 
as  the  evidence  progressed  Mahon  was  rapidly 
collecting  and  associating  snatches  of  memory 
— her  industry-  in  learning  to  ride,  her  surprising 
marksmanship  that  da}'^  in  the  cellar,  her 
repeated  concern  for  him  in  the  unknown  perils 
of  the  hills,  her  persistent  absence  from  the 
ranch  on   her  visits. 

"  You  were  there,"  he  heard  the  prosecution 
ask,  "  when  Corporal  Mahnn  wa=  for  a  time 
in  the  hands  of  the  rustlers — Dutch  Henry, 
Bilsy,  and  other  admitted  horse  thieves  ?  " 
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Yes.'; 

Her  voic<  was  low,  for  the  question  had  cx)nie 
as  a  surpribo  ;  she  had  no  idea  anyone  else  in 
the  world  knew  her  part  in  that  incident. 

"  They  were  all  admitted  rustlers,  were  they 
not  ?  And  as  such,  the  mere  fact  of  being 
one  of  the  group  is  sufficient  proof  of  rustling, 
don't  you  think  ?  " 

"  Would  what  I  think  be  evidence  ?  "  she 
countered,    catching   his   point    instantly. 

The  lawyer  smiled.  "  You  saw  the  prisoner 
there  ?  " 

Helen's  head  went  up.     "I  did  not." 

The  prosecuting  attorney  looked  at  the  In- 
spector, puzzled. 

"  You  are  on  oath,  Miss "    He  began, 

in  his  habit  with  evasive  witnesses.  "  I  beg 
your  pardon,"  he  apologised  hastily.  "  You 
repeat,  do  you,  that  you  did  not  see  the  prisoner 
on  that  occasion  ?  " 

"  I  said  so,"  she  insisted  firmly. 

The  lawyer  consulted  his  notes  and  shook 
his  head. 

"  I  do  not  understand,"  he  said.  "  You 
were  there — you  fired  the  shot  that  struck 
the  rifle  of  one  of  the  rustlers  from  his  hand, 
did  von*  not  ?  " 

"  "^es." 

Mahon  was  gaping  with  eyes  and  mouth. 
He  had  thought  nothing  could  happen  to 
surprise  him  concerning  Helen.  And  hers  was 
the  wonderful  shot  that  had  saved  his  life  that 
dav  I 

'''  Why   did   you   fire   it  ?  " 

"  To — to    disturb    his    aim.' 
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"  At  whom  ?     Must  we  call  other  witnessp" 
to  prove  that  you  should  be  able  to  settle  ■ 
us  ?  " 

Helen  flushed.  "  I  did  not  see  at  whom. 
I   didn't   look — purposely." 

"  And   why   wouldn't   you    look  ?  " 

Although  Helen  was  a  Crown  witness,  she 
had  passed  almost  from  the  start  to  a  hostile 
one.  It  was  the  lawyer  for  the  defence  who 
objected  ;  and  the  other  lawyer  changed  his 
wording. 

"  You  knew  the  prisoner  was  there — that 
she  was  the  one  whom  you  fired  to  save." 

"  I  did  not  see  her,"  persisted  Helen.  "  Could 
anything  I   thought  be  taken   as  evidence  ?  " 

Her  questioner  yielded  with  a  laugh  and  a 
flutter  of  hands,  and  Helen,  whom  the  defend- 
ing lawyer  naturally  forebore  to  question, 
retired.  As  she  passed  out  of  the  room  Mahon 
whispered  to  the  Inspector  and  followed.  He 
caught  her  in  the  hall,  while  her  cheeks  were 
still  flushed.  Tears  were  gathering  in  her 
eyes  and  her  hand  was  trembhng  as  she  tried 
to    adjust    her    hat. 

Wlien  she  saw  him  a  sob  broke  from  her  lips 
and  the  red  deepened. 

"  Helen  !  "  he  whispered,  though  there  was  a 
crowd  of  men  standing  above  them  on  the 
landing.     "  I  think  I  know." 

"  It — it  was  terrible  for  both  of  us,"  she 
breathed,  her  lips  puckering  like  a  child's 
fighting   back   the   tears. 

"  I'm  coming  with  you,"  he  said.  "  Come 
up  on  the  cutbanks — where  we  can  be  alone." 


CHAPTER  XXVI 
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BEHIND  a  grim  Policeman  still  suffering 
from  the  memory  of  his  overthrow 
by  Blue  Pete's  waving  vest,  Mira 
Stanton  crept  timidly  from  her  bare 
cell  in  the  Medicine  Hat  barracks  and  looked 
hungrily  about  over  the  cutbanks.  This  one 
satisfaction  was  to  come  to  Constable  Priest, 
that  he  would  hand  her  over  to  the  gaoler  at 
Lethbridge.  There  was  Httle  sentiment  in 
Priest's  make-up  ;  first,  last,  and  always  he 
was  a  defender  cf  the  law.  He  might  be  a  httle 
more  considerauC  of  a  woman  criminal,  but 
the  ordinary  rules  of  precaution  made  her  as 
sexless  as  she  had  made  herself  by  her  crime. 
One  of  his  concessions  to  her  sex 
was  to  board  the  train — which  was  made  up 
at  Medicine  Hat  for  its  run  down  the  Crow's 
Nest  branch  line — long  before  the  arrival  of 
the  usual  curious  crowd.  A  few  passengers 
examined  them  covertly  as  they  entered  and 
passed  to  their  seats,  whispering  to  each  other 
but  leaving  more  detailed  inspection  to  a  more 
opportune  moment  on  the  journey.  The  brakes- 
man came  in  to  shout  the  destination  of  the 
train,  nodding  to  Priest  but  carefully  avoiding 
even  a  glance  at  the  cowering  prisoner. 
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Mira's  brain  was  whirling.  Her  last  con- 
centrated idea  had  been  hatred  of  Corporal 
Mahon,  but  this  was  dimming  before  her 
failure  to  think  consecutively  since.  Back 
in  her  mind  lingered  the  knowledge  that  her 
contempt  and  anger  were  unjustified — that 
his  part  was,  indeed,  only  what  she  had  faced 
all  this  disgrace  and  mental  suffering  to  effect. 
Any  of  her  friends — scores  of  cowboys — would 
have  lied  for  her,  would  have  considered  it 
a  matter  of  honour  to  mitigate  or  deny  her 
crime  ;  and  into  her  wandering  mind  came 
tlie  vague  conception  of  how  different  he  was 
in  this  as  in  much  else. 

She  had  laughed  with  him,  eaten  with 
him,  ridden  with  him,  studied  with  him  , — 
flirted  with  him  ;  but  it  was  all  drowned  in 
the  honour  of  the  Force.  As  her  jumbled 
thoughts  lined  up  she  felt  a  new  admiration 
that  was  unprejudiced  by  the  old  attraction 
he  had  for  her.  That  attraction  seemed  to 
have  died  suddenly  in  the  court-room,  an 
event  that  registered  itself  in  momentary  anger 
and  contempt. 

When  the  train  started  her  eyes  roamed 
ceaselessly  about  on  the  beautiful  out-of-doors 
she  was  to  give  up  for  six  long  months.  Six 
months  !  The  judge  had  been  lenient — she 
knew  that — ^but  six  months  absent  from  her 
beloved  prairie !  Six  months  to  look  only 
through  iron  bars — to  be  associated  with  the 
worst  criminals  of  the  West — six  months  with 
common  rustlers  ! 

And  no  one  would  miss  her — none  but  Blue 
Pete.     Her  open  eyes  did  net  see  the  prairie 
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out  there,  nor  the  prison  ahead,  nor  the  hurried 
glances  of  the  passcnp;ers — only  a  dark,  leathery 
face  full  of  grim  but  kindly  lines,  scjuinting 
eyes  that  brimmed  with  affection  and  meiri- 
ment,  a  lumbering  figure  that  could  spring  so 
easily  to  withes  of  agility  and  strength.  Out 
there  alone,  somewhere  along  that  dark  line 
on  the  south  _rn  horizon,  he  was  missing  her. 
She  knew  that — she  knew  it  best  by  the  way 
she  felt  herself.  Never  before  had  she  realised 
how  much  he  was  to  her  ....  Those  two 
months  of  housekeeping  1  .  .  .  .  His  kindli- 
ness and  patience  through  all  her  mistakes 
....  His  impatience  that  she  should  work 
for  him  .  .  .  .  His  subtle  submission  to  her 
sex  in  so  many  unexpressed  ways  .... 

It  would  be  his  dinner  time  now.  Would 
he  eat  in  the  old  famished  way  that  had  thrilled 
her  with  pride  at  her  cooking  ?  Would  he 
use  the  dishes  she  had  made  him  buy  ?  The 
cave  would  be  so  big  and  lonesome.  She 
recalled  the  one  night  she  had  spent  there 
alone,  when  she  had  left  him  just  before 
delivering  the  horses  to  the  construction  camp 
up  north — ordered  back  by  him  that  she 
might  not  have  to  face  the  ro^it'i  railwaymen. 
He  would  have  one  hundred  and  eighty  such 
nights. 

When  she  came  out  into  the  open  air  again 
spring  would  be  budding  on  the  prairie,  the 
breathles'^  little  spring  that  is  only  a  door 
to  summer.  She  knew  he  would  wait  there 
for  her.  Night  after  night  he  w^ould  sit  shivering 
in  the  big  draughty  cave,  his  dirty  old  corn-cob 
pipe    and    Juno    his    only    companions.    The 
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chair  would  be  there  for  her — the  chair  she 
knew    he    had    moulded    with    such    labour. 

A  tear  dripped  through  her  eyelids  and  she 
turned  her  head  from  her  guard. 

"  I  wouldn't  do  that,"  whispered  Priest 
gently.  "  It'll  only  make  them  look  the  harder. 
....  You'll  be  warm — it'll  be  winter,  you 
know — and  they'll  give  you  lots  to  eat." 

She  swept  out  both  hands  with  a  yearning 
movement. 

"  It's  that — that — the  prairie  !  "  she  moaned. 
"  My  prairie  !  " 

"  Lord  love  us,  miss,  it  won't  be  anyone's 
while  you're — down  there.  You'll  be  out  again 
as  soon  as  it's  fit  to  ride  on.  Only  we  Police 
have  to  shiver  out  there  while  you're — down 
there.  You'd  better  be  thinking  how  lenient 
the  judge  was — no  more  than  if  you'd  lifted 
a  watch  ....  It  might  have  been  ten 
years." 

They  had  long  since  passed  Dunmore,  where 
the  Crow's  Nest  line  leaves  the  main  line,  and 
some  new  passengers  had  been  added.  From 
their  seat  at  the  rear  of  the  car  Mira  and  her 
guard  looked  into  the  backs  of  the  dozen 
strangers  before  them  as  they  ran  along  through 
a  stretch  of  prairie  broken  sparingly  by  small 
bluffs  of  trees  and  cutbanks  and  chalky-edged 
sloughs.  Grassy  Lake  was  behind  them  only 
a  mile  or  two  when  the  sudden  appHcation 
of  the  emergency  brakes  threw  them  forward 
in  their  seats,  and  with  a  few  dragging  jerks 
the  train  came  to  a  stop  between  high  cut- 
banks. 

The  passengers  scrambled  out,  but  Constable 
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Priest  only  leaned  across  Mira  to  investigate 
from  the  window.  He  could  see  nothing  except 
a  steep  gravelly  bank  rising  twenty  feet  beside 
the  train,  but  a  passenger  returned  with  the 
information  that  a  slide  had  occurred  and 
would  delay  them  twenty  minutes.  Throwing 
himself  into  a  seat  with  the  disgusted  comment 
that  this  was  the  only  bit  of  cutbank  on  the 
line  before  the  foothills,  Priest  and  Mira 
waited.  A  second  passenger  came  in  and 
yawned  to  his  seat. 

The  door  behind  Priest  opened  again,  and 
the  Policeman  yawned.  And  his  yawn  was 
stifled  by  a  rope  falling  over  his  head  and 
binding  his  arms  to  his  sides  before  he  could 
move.  He  heaved  forward,  but  a  pair  of 
irresistible  hands  pressed  him  back. 

"  Tliis  is  a  real  lariat,  Mountie,"  jeered  a 
voice  at  his  back,  "  an'  yer  tied  to  the  seat. 
The  rest  o'  yuh  " — for  the  passengers  had 
turned  in  alarm — "  jest  keep  yer  faces  to 
th'  other  cLd  o'  the  car  an'  yer  all  right." 

Mira  had  not  even  moved  her  head.  She 
knew  the  voice,  and  from  the  comer  of  her 
eye  saw  what  h  d  happened  to  Priest.  Then 
a  pair  of  strong  arms  reached  over  and  lifted 
her  clear  of  the  seat  and  set  her  on  her  feet, 
and  she  looked  into  Blue  Pete's  blue-black 
cheeks  from  a  distance  of  only  a  few  inches. 
She  closed  her  eyes. 

"  Ef  yuh'll  open  yer  peepers,"  he  said  dryly, 
"  it'll  be  easier  fer  both  of  us." 

Her  wrist  held  in  his  steely  band,  they 
raced  back  the  track  to  the  end  of  the  cut- 
bank  an>^   climbed   up   to  the  prairie.     In   a 
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bluff  were  Whiskers  and  a  horse  for  herself, 
and  Mira  knew  with  a  surge  of  delicious  excite- 
ment that  she  was  to  have  one  more  ride  at 
least.  Whiskers  whinnied  a  welcome  that  set 
her  heart  bounding,  and  reached  out  to  nose 

her  hands.  .  ,     ns       -ji 

Oh,  it  was  good,  it  was  good !  To  nde 
straight  into  the  teeth  of  the  wind,  her  blouse 
fluttering,  her  short  skirt  flapping  rhythmically 
against  her  horse's  sides— that  was  joy  and 
freedom,  and  she  urged  her  horse  into  its 
best  stride  and  laughed  hysterically. 

"  Ycu  shouldn't  a'  did  it,  Pete,  dear,  you 
shouldn't,"  she  panted.  But  she  knew  she 
loved  him  for  doing  it— loved  the  daring  of 
it.  its  success  ;  and  her  heels  dug  into  the 
racing  horse. 

He  grinned,  and  she  noticed  how  wan  and 
peaked  his  face  was,  how  loose  his  clothes 
hung.  A  cloud  came  before  her  eyes  and 
her  hand  moved  out  to  him. 

"  Shudn't  nothin'  1  "  he  laughed.  "  Ain't 
I  got  yuh  back  ?     That's  enough  fer  me." 

In  sheer  joy  he  jerked  his  Stetson  off  and 
clapped  the  pinto' s  flanks  as  in  broncho-busting, 
and  Whiskers  did  a  mild  buck  in  response. 
Blue  Pete  felt  that  some  slight  exultation 
was  coming  to  him. 

She  knew  they  were  making  for  the  Hills — 
the  old  cave,  the  one  place  no  rustler  had 
found  and  only  one  Policeman,  and  he  would 
never  tell.  If  they  were  not  safe  there,  Montana 
was  only  a  few  short  miles  away  ;  and  no 
one  would  care  for  them  over  the  border.  Off 
to  the  south-east  lay  their  haven,  a  mere  twenty- 
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five  miles  or  so.  In  two  hours,  or  a  trifle 
more,  they  would  make  them — and  safety. 
She  could  almost  smell  the  damp  odour  of 
the  i\^  before  the  cave,  and  hear  the  tinkling 
ripple  of  the  leaping  streams.  The  cave — 
their  home  ! 

"  We've  a  quarter  of  an  hour  start,"  cheered 
Blue  Pete.  "  It'll  take  them  that  long  to 
get  back   to   Grassy   Lake   to   wire." 

But  he  was  wrong.  A  passenger  cut  the 
rope  binding  Priest  as  soon  as  Blue  Pete's 
footsteps  had  faded  away  ;  but  the  PoUceman 
saw  only  the  running  horses  when  he  reached 
the  top  of  the  cutbank.  There  was,  however, 
help  nearer  than  Grassy  Lake.  Priest  sought 
out  the  conductor,  found  a  telephone  con- 
nection on  board,  threw  it  over  the  wires 
beside  the  track,  and  was  in  touch  with  In- 
spector Barker  within  five  minutes. 

Mira  and  Blue  Pete  rode  on,  and  an  hour 
later,  with  the  dark  Une  of  the  Hills  softened 
into  a  deep  green,  drew  up  to  let  their  mounts 
rest.  When  they  started  again  they  noticed 
with  concern  that  Mira's  horse  was  hmping. 
A  mile  back  it  had  stumbled  but  had  recovered 
and  continued  its  way  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened ;  but  now  it  could  only  hobble  on 
three  legs.  Instinctively  Blue  Pete  raised  him- 
self in  the  saddle  and  scanned  the  prairie 
between  them  and  the  Hills. 

It  was  Mira  saw  them  first.  With  a  trembling 
iaugh  she  pointed  out,  five  or  six  miles  away, 
mere  snecks  on  the  \.  rairie.  two  riders  moving 
sw^iftly  across  from  the  east  to  intercept  them, 
and  when  Blue  Pete  turned  to  the  west  two 
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more  were  riding  there.  The  telephone  had 
done  its  work  well.  With  fresh  mounts  escape 
would  still  have  been  possible,  but  now  the 
half-breed  looked  down  on  Mira's  horse  with 
shaking  head. 

"  You  make  for  it,  Pete,"  she  urged,  smiling 
her  gratitude  for  his  brave  attempt,  and 
stooping  to  kiss  Whiskers'  ears.  "  You  can 
do  it  easily  alone." 

But  he  only  frowned  and  raised  his  rifle 
to  examine  it,  thrusting  two  more  cartridges 
in  the  magazine. 

"  We're  not  caught  yet,"  he  grated.  "  I've 
two  bits  o'  lead  here  fer  each  o'  them — an' 
it  usually  only  takes  one." 

But  she  shook  her  head.     "  No,  Pete.     We 

can't  do  it It  was  foolish  of  us  to 

try,  but — but  it  was  grand  while  it  lasted. 
....  You  just  can't  shoot." 

Blue  Pete  looked  about  him.  Several  miles 
back  to  the  west  was  the  deep  valley  of  a  small 
river,  in  whose  depths  he  knew  a  line  of 
Cottonwood  trees  grew.  It  was  their  only 
retreat,  and  with  night  coming  on  anything 
might  happen. 

As  they  pulled  about  and  made  for  the  west 
the  PoHce  bent  their  course  more  to  the  north, 
always  verging  nearer,  but  the  early  October 
day  was  drawing  quickly  to  its  close  as  Pete 
turned  on  the  brink  of  the  ravine  to  study 
his  pursuers. 

"  I  dunno,"  he  said  hopefully.  **  Mebbe 
we  kin  j^et." 

WHien  they  dropped  over  the  bank  they 
noticed    with    throbbing    hearts    that    it    was 
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much  darker  than  out  on  the  pra'  ie,  and 
Blue  Pete  lauj;hed  recklessly.  Deep  into  the 
cluster  of  ugly,  gnarled,  wind-twisted  trunks 
they  urged  their  horses,  and  there  he  left 
her  while  he  returned  to  the  edge  of  the  open 
and  lay  down  with  ready  ritle.  He  had  not 
long  to  wait.  A  Stetson  appeared,  then  a 
second,  and  his  rifle  slid  forward.  But  it 
was  struck  aside  even  as  he  pointed   it. 

"  No,  no,  Pete.  You  mustn't."  Mira  was 
lying  beside  him,  her  voice  filled  with  a  fear 
he  had  never  heard  there  before.  "  I  couldn't 
— couldn't  think  of  you  as  a— murderer.  I 
couldn't   bear   to   remember   you   that   way." 

His  heart  thumi)ing,  he  strove  vainly  to 
read  her  face  in  the  dark.     She  couldn't  bear. 

....  She    couldn't    bear She 

couldn't  bear.  It  kept  tumbhug  over  in  his 
whirling  brain. 

"  Don't,  Pete,  please." 

The  appeal  in  her  trembling  voice  made 
every  nerve  go  limp,  and  he  could  just  stare 
and  stare  into  the  gloom  where  her  face  was. 
Presently  she  crept  away  a  few  feet.  But 
he  knew  she  was  watching,  and  he  went  to 
her  and  whispered  : 

"  I  won't  shoot  to  kill,  Miss  Mira— not 
yet.  But  I  got  to  scare  them."  And  he 
returned  to  his  post  and  fired  twice  close  above 
the  heads  of  the  Policemen. 

At  a  peremptory  order  from  behind  them 
they  stopped  and  slowly  retraced  their  steps. 
Blue  Pete  knew  thev  would  not  come  again 
till  daylight.  Four  of  them  could  surround 
the  clump  of  trees  and  prevent  their  escape 
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in  V'.e  dark,  leaving  their  capture  to  the  day- 
light. He  rolled  on  his  side  and  began  to 
plan. 

"  It's  only  six  months,  Pete."  The  whisper 
came  pleadingly  to  him  through  the  darkness. 
"  It's  only  six  months." 

He  felt  her  hand  touch  his  shoulder  and 
move  down  his  arm  until  it  reached  his  hand, 
where  it  lay  soft  and  warm  and  confiding.  He 
did  not  know  what  to  do  with  it.  He  wanted 
to  grip  it  madly,   to  crush  it  to  him. 

"  I'll  come  back,  then,"  she  breathed,  "  to 
the  cave — to  the  chair  you  made  me — to  you, 
Pete,  dear  fellow." 

His  big  fist  closed  spasmodically  over  her 
hand  in  a  grip  that  must  have  hurt,  but  she 
only  nestled  her  head  against  his  shoulder 
and  lay  there  ;  and  for  a  delirious  moment 
he  heard  her  faltering  breath,  felt  it  on  his 
cheek  ;  and  a  lock  of  hair  waved  across  his 
forehead.  One  big  hand  went  out  bhndly 
before  him,  trembling. 

"  You'll  marry  me  then,  Pete,  won't  you  ?  " 
she  was  whispering  into  his  ear.  "  And  we 
can  live  on,  our  own  Hfe,  without  the  PoHce 
and   the   rustling    and   the   other   worries." 

He  found  his  voice  then — or  was  it  his 
voice  ?  All  the  harshness  had  left  it ;  a 
deeper,  fv.Uer  tone  welled  up  from  depths 
that  had  never  before  been  stirred. 

"  Don't,  ]\Iira,  don't !  I  can't — stand  it — 
girl.  I  know — I  know  I  must  be  dreamin' 
again,  'cause  it  can't — be  true.  Don't  move, 
Mira.     I^et    me   dream." 

She  snuggled  down  into  his  arms  and  sighed 
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as  she   reached   up   and   rubbed   her   smooth 
cheek  against  his  rough  one. 

"  Only  six  months  !  "  she  whispered.  "  The 
spring  will  be  coming,  and  the  prairie  peeping 
from  the  snow,  and  the  calves  running  with 
the  joy  of  it And  so  will  we,  Pete." 

His  arms  closed  convulsively  about  her,  and 
then  dropped  away  as  he  pushed  her  from  him 
almost  rudely. 

"  Goin'  to  see  whar  they  are,"  he  said 
abruptlv  and  left  her. 

Something  about  it  she  did  not  understand 
made  her  unhappy,  but  because  she  did  not 
understand-  because  she  knew  nothing  of  love 
as  the  world  knew  it— she  did  not  try  to  work 
it  out. 

Twenty  yards  from  her  Blue  Pete  lay  with 
his  head  buried  in  his  arms.  At  the  very 
moment  when  a  joy  too  great  to  feel  all  at 
once  had  come  to  him  he  had  remembered 
what  she  had  forgotten.  He  could  never  return 
to  the  honest  life  again  until  he  had  paid  the 
penalty  for  his  crimes.  The  Police  were  after 
him,  and  he  must  serve  his  time — and  nothing 
so  easy  as  six  months.  He  strove  to  smother 
it  all  in  the  memor>'  of  those  brief  moments 
when  she  lay  against  his  shoulder,  breathing 
into  his  ear,  but  the  picture  blurred  and  ran 
into  a  jumble  of  drabness. 

Wlien  he  returned  to  her  he  threw  himself 
on  the  ground  beside  her  in  silence — just  out 
of  reach  of  her  hand.  vShe  thought  she  under- 
stood then. 

"  It  doesn't  matter,  Pete.  ^  If  we  got  away 
they'd  only  get  me  some  time  and  put  me 
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in  jail  longer.     It's  best  as  it  is,  dear  Pete, 
Don  t  fret." 

For  a  long  time  they  la)^  side  by  side,  silent, 
Over  the  river  they  heard  a  sound  that  told 
of  the  Police  watching  to  cut  them  off  in  that 
direction.  Far  away,  all  over  the  prairie, 
the  yapping  of  coyotes  seemed  to  mock  them 
ajnd  the  viorld,  and  the  stars  shone  so  coldly 
that  JVIira  shuddered  and  turned  to  the  shadows 
about  her. 

"Now,"  she  said  at  last,  "  yon  must  go." 

He  raised  himself  fiercely,  but  she  felt 
about  until  she  could  still  his  protestations 
with  her  warm  hand. 

"  You  must,  Pete.  You  mustn't  get  caught, 
too.  Cant  you  see  that  we  both  can't  get 
away  with  only  one  horse  ?  .  .  .  .  Besides 
Pete,  I'm  not  going  to  try.  No.  I'm  not.' 
When  I  get  out  it'll  be  all  over  and  I  can  come 
back  to  you  without  fear  ....  Now  go. 
....  And,  Pete,  dear,  don't  forget— never 
never,  never  !— that  I  love  vou." 

He  felt  her  soft  lips  press  his  hand,  and 
tor  one  overwhelming  moment  he  had  her 
in  his  arms.  Then  he  crept  away,  a  great 
ache  tearing  him.  But  in  a  moment  he  was 
back.  Yuhll  hear  a  c'yute  up  thar  'long 
the  bank— three  yelps  an'  a  howl— that's 
me. 

She  reached  out  in  the  dark  and  pulled 
tils  head  down  and  kissed  him  on  the  forehead, 
and  with  bared  head  he  crawled  away,  her 
benediction  burning  into  him. 

She  heard  the  yelps  and  shuddering  howl 
on  the  cutbank,  and  with  a  smile  of  peace 
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and  love  and  hope  pillowed  her  head  in  one 
round  arm. 

But  as  she  sank  to  sleep,  two  piercing  whistles 
split  the  darkness  from  a  great  distance. 
Something  moved  quietly  close  to  her,  and 
against  the  skyUnc  Whiskers'  Uttle  body  loomed, 
as  the  pinto  crept  carefully  through  the  trees. 
A  few  moments  later  a  burst  of  galloping  hoofs 
broke  from  the  top  of  the  cutbank,  and  a 
succession  of  rifle  snots.  But  the  hoofs  kept 
on.  She  smiled  sleepily.  Whiskers  had  gone 
to  join  her  master. 

And  when  the  sun  was  beginning  to  trickle 
into  the  tops  of  the  cottonwood  trees,  she 
walked  out  and  up  the  bank  to  the  waiting 
Police. 

"  You  see,  I  didn't  run  away,"  she  laughed. 
••Take  me  back." 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 

THE  HAI,F-BREED's  SACRIFICE 

DESPAIR  and  desperation  threatens 
the  lives  of  many  people,  good  an 
bad,  that  autumn.  There  were  time 
when  Blue  Pete's  emotions  almos 
overcame  him.  lonely,  Hving  an  unnatura 
existence,  driven  by  memories  and  goadin; 
impotence,  two  plans  came  frequently  to  hi 
twisted  mind.  Standing  among  the  outer  sha 
dows  of  the  Hills,  he  fumed  at  the  Mounte( 
Pohce  and  the  suffering  the  law  had  brough 
to  IMira,  until  his  fingers  hugged  his  rifle  wit] 
a  menace  they  could  never  have  suspected 
At  other  times  he  commenced  to  pack  hi 
limited  possessions  for  a  riot  of  blood  ove 
in  Montana  where  Dutchy  and  Bilsy  an( 
their  fellows  had  retired  before  approachiiij 
winter. 

It  was  really  the  pinto  decided  the  cours< 
of  his  hfe  through  the  gripping  months  whei 
the  prairies  lay  in  the  clutch  of  ice  and  snow 
Sensitive  to  her  every  mood,  the  half-bree( 
felt  her  reluctance  to  leave  the  Hills — evei 
to  desert  the  cave  where  her  nights  had  s< 
long  been  spent.  In  her  fondness  for  th( 
familiar  scenes,  Blue  Pete  read  little  bu 
equine  affection  for  the   woman  whose  lov< 
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was  almost  driving  him  insane ;  and  that 
he  felt  he  must  respect. 

So  that  when  whistling  gales  and  driving 
snow  drove  him  from  the  open,  he  clenched 
his  fists  and  retreated  to  the  old  cave  and  its 
haunting  ghosts  of  happy  days.  Juno  lan- 
guished, whining  quietly  in  the  long  evenings, 
and  Wliiskers  seemed  to  have  lost  her  old 
lazy  pla>'fulness  ;  but  the  winter  passed  with 
more  pleasant  sadness  than  would  have  faced 
him  anywhere  else,  he  knew. 

Spring  found  him  altered  more  in  body 
than  mind.  His  physique — that  great  bundle 
of  mu?-?le  and  bone  that  had  never  failed 
him,  yet  never  been  a  care — had  paid  the 
penalty  of  his  brooding  and  careless  meals. 
His  cheeks  were  fallen  in  and  hung  flabby, 
his  eyehds  were  heavy  and  swollen,  his  clothes 
sagged  and  were  draggled  from  much  sleep- 
ing in  the  open  and  wandering  in  the 
storms. 

To  a  day  he  had  worked  out  when  Mira 
would  be  free,  and  each  morning,  as  the  time 
approached,  he  eagerly  sought  the  open  to 
scan  the  sky  for  signs  of  spring.  Experience 
taught  him  that  when  it  came  it  would  appear 
almost  unannounced,  but  he  trembled  lest 
the  frost  would  outlast  the  April  day  when 
she  would  have  paid  the  cost  of  her  sacrifice. 
And  in  late  March,  when  a  final  chinook 
blew  down  from  the  Rockies  and  released 
the  grip  of  winter,  he  almost  laughed  into 
the  roaring  treetops  and  gurgling  streams  that 
filled  the  Hills.  The  prairie  would  be  open 
and  green  to  welcome  her,  the  tree  buds  would 
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droop  over  their  cave  in  merry  smiles  at  her 
return. 

He  would  have  gone  to  Lethbridge  to  receive 
her  from  the  prison  gates  had  he  dared,  but 
he  knew  she  would  come  straight  there  where 
they  had  spent  those  gleaming  weeks  of  joyous 
excitement  and  dawning  love.  He  would  wait 
for  her — Juno  and  Whiskers  and  he,  and 
the  horse  he  helped  himself  to  from  her  own 
ranch.  So  intense  were  his  expectations  that 
the  cave  became  more  unbearably  crowded 
with  her  presence,  and  he  again  sought  the 
open  while  the  ground  was  still  damp  and 
the  cold  waters  flowed  from  the  sides  of  Mount 
Abbot. 

The  old  instincts  were  still  alive  in  him, 
the  uncanny  sense  of  danger  and  of  the  unusual. 
As  he  lay  on  his  back  one  day  staring  through 
the  budding  trees,  a  sound  he  had  not  heard 
for  many  long  months  broke  the  silence  of 
the  Hills — horses  on  the  move,  and  mounted 
horses  at  that.  A  quick  whispered  order  sent 
Juno  slinking  back  to  the  cave,  and  very 
quietly  Blue  Pete  glided  into  the  shadows, 
floating  over  the  damp  leaves  and  twigs  like 
a  ghost.  Now  running  as  fast  as  he  dare, 
now  creeping  on  his  knees,  now  darting  into 
deeper  thickets,  he  rapidly  approached  the 
disturbing  sound  and  at  last  threw  himself 
on  the  edge  of  a  ravine,  only  his  eyes  above 
the  ridge. 

They  were  coming  on  with  an  assurance 
that  betrayed  no  idea  of  onlookers,  and  his 
eyebrows  knit  in  perplexity.  But  a  glance 
told  him  that  they  were  not  Mounted  Police, 
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not  chance  cowboys  on  the  trail  of  strays, 
not  even  merely  one  or  two  rustlers  returning 
to  scenes  of  former  successes.  There  were 
ten  of  them  to  renew  the  old  campaign  of 
lawlessness.  He  counted  them  more  than  once 
before  he  tried  to  distinguish  them.  Then 
as  he  deliberately  and  in  turn  studied  their 
faces,  he  drew  further  and  further  back  in  the 
shadows. 

It  was  not  fear — he  had  never  felt  that  in 
his  life  ;  and  a  grim  smile  was  twisting  his 
face.  Yet  a  shiver  ran  through  him  as  he 
looked  and  recognized,  and  his  rifle  slid  forward 
and  covered  the  eye  of  the  leader — moved 
back  to  the  third  and  returned — and  dropped 
without  firing.  Before  him  rode  his  two  sworn 
enemies,  Dutch  Henry  and  Bilsy,  but  he  did 
not  fulfil  his  vow  at  this  moment  when  they 
were  helpless  before  him.  They  had  brought 
with  them  eight  of  the  most  daring  rustlers 
of  the  Badlands,  and  he  wanted  to  know 
their  game. 
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Such  a  band  of  rustlers  had  never  combined 
before  on  either  side  of  the  Une,  and  they 
quickly  made  their  presence  felt.  So  fast  did 
rumour  follow  rumour  that  at  first  the  Pohce 
were  almost  disorganized  in  the  pursuit  of 
them.  The  Inspector  gave  his  opinion  bluntly 
to  Mahon. 

"  It's  his  revenge  for  the  capture  of  Mira," 
he  said,  gnawing  his  moustache. 

"  It's  the  work  of  a  gang,  not  of  one  man," 
Mahon  made  bold  to  qualify. 
Q 
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"  He's  joined  the  old  crowd,"  guessed  th 
Inspector. 

Mahon  had  considered  that,  but  alway 
turned   it  down.     He  did   so  now. 

"  I  think  we  know  Blue  Pete  better  thai 
to  think  he'd  go  back  to  the  old  crowd  a 
the  old  game." 

An  additional  Policeman  came  down  fron 
the  north  to  assist,  a  keen  fellow  who  ha< 
proven  his  worth  in  many  a  long  trail  an( 
many  a  figh^  and  the  T'orce  undertook  ai 
ambitious  plun.  Now  thoroughly  roused,  th( 
ranchers  were  at  last  joining  hands  with  th( 
Police,  and,  as  April  advanced  and  the  rustler; 
grew  bolder,  it  was  decided  to  confine  attentioi 
to  the  Hills,  the  new  plan  being  to  place  i 
system  of  patrols— cowboys,  ranchers,  anc 
Police — all  about  the  Hills,   night  and  day. 

The  first  real  evidence  that  the  rustler: 
were  in  the  Hills  came  from  a  cowboy  wh( 
had  seen  four  of  them  emerge  and  retire  ii 
the  early  morning  light.  The  single  telephom 
line  was  monopolized  by  the  Police  for  th( 
next  two  hours,  and  a  cordon  was  drawr 
about  the  entire  western  end  of  the  Hills 
Sergeant  Blakey  was  already  named  for  anothei 
distri'^t,  and  Corporal  Mahon  sw^elled  one  da) 
with  an  unexpected  promotion  as  his  successor 
To  him  was  given  charge  of  the  chase,  becaus( 
he  knew  the  Hills  best  and  had  had  the  mos1 
success  in  the  detection  and  capture  of  th( 
rustlers. 

Throwing  five  Policemen  in  a  line  througt 
the  Hills  from  north  to  south  a  few  miles  fron 
their  western  end — it  was  the  post  of  daugei 
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—he  stationed  some  cowboys  and  the  rest  of 
the  Force,  the  entire  division  being  centred 
there  for  the  time  being,  between  the  Hills 
and  the  Montana  border.  The  north  he  left 
in  care  of  ranchers  and  cowboys.  On  the 
very  first  night  he  knew  he  had  the  outlaws 
cornered  ;  they  tried  to  break  through  to 
the  south,  were  fired  at,  and  fled  back  into 
the  Hills. 

The  discovery  of  a  few  scattered  spots  of 
blood  where  the  firing  had  occurred  decided 
Ma>^on's  next  move.  Calling  up  the  new  man, 
whose  experience  had  been  among  the  woods 
of  the  north,  he  started  to  trail  the  blood 
stains,  leaving  instructions  with  the  two  re- 
maining Police  on  th*.  south  to  keep  close  to 
the  Hills  that  they  might  respond  to  any  unusual 
movement  there. 

The  half-breed's  training  in  following  trails 
came  now  to  Mahon's  service  as  never  before. 
All  he  had  to  draw  him  on  were  the  scattered 
spots  of  blood  and  here  and  there  slight  signs 
of  passing  horses.  Corrigan,  his  companion, 
useful  as  he  was  in  bush  trailing,  watched 
Mahon  go  about  his  task  with  great  respect. 
Right  into  the  deepest  shadows  of  the  trees, 
now  almost  in  full  leaf,  the  blood  led,  Corrigan's 
duty  being  to  watch  for  ambush  while  Mahon 
concentrated  on  the  trail.  Deeper  and  deeper 
they  plunged  where  so  much  danger  lurked 
and  where  so  much  neither  of  them  had  ever 
seen  made  their  going  half  blind.  But  after 
a  time  the  trail  led  into  clearer  places  and 
their  progress  was  faster. 
Several   times   as   he   moved   along   Mahon 
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imagined  slight  sounds  from  the  sliadows  about 
him,  and  once  or  twice  Corri^'un  crept  away 
to  reconnoitre,  but  they  could  find  nothing 
to  support  their  fancies.  It  was  not  a  position 
for  trifling  with,  since  any  one  of  the  ten 
outlaws,  armed  and  expert  shots,  would  not 
hesitate  to  kill  if  his  safety  from  capture 
depended  upon  it.  Indeed,  Inspector  Barkei 
had  solemnly  warned  them  that  Dutchy  and 
his  fellows  would  probably  shoot  now  on  sight, 
But  it  seemed  again"  all  reason  that  tliey 
would  risk  hanging  ou  the  trail  of  the  PoUce 
following  the  blood  spots. 

Down  to  the  edge  of  a  small  lake—the  ver> 
one  beside  which  he  had  spent  with  Blu( 
Pete  his  first  night  in  the  Hills— Mahon  led 
but  there  the  trail  escaped  him.  Probably 
the  wounded  man  had  bathed  the  wounc 
and  bound  it  up,  and  Mahon  and  Corrigai 
seated  themselves  on  opposite  sides  of  a  trei 
to  talk  the  situation  over.  There,  screenec 
by  overhanging  foliage  and  placed  so  tha 
nothing  could  approach  them,  they  were  mor 
conscious  than  ever  of  being  watched,  evei 
of  being  in  dire  peril. 

Neither  of  them  thought  of  the  safe  wa; 
out — perhaps  the  wise  one— retreat.  The  ver 
placidity  and  silence  about  them  laughed  a 
flight.  The  lake  lay  as  peaceful  as  a  chil 
asleep,  and  the  big  trees  drooped  with  onl 
a  lazy  rustle  in  their  tops.  Mahon  wondere 
if  it  was  this  very  silence,  where  so  muc 
was  always  happening,  that  gave  him  sue 
a  sense  of  brooding  watchfulness.  It  w£ 
agreed    that    they    should   skirt    the    lake    i 
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op;  ■  site  directions,  meeting  on  the  other  side. 
^lahon  set  out,  keeping  to  the  tangle  of 
green  beyond  the  open  shore,  eyes  and  ears 
strained  To  the  right  wa..  the  lake.  To  the 
lett,  in  that  trackless  fore.t,  was  always  some- 
thing that  .seemed  to  compel  attention  in 
spite  of  him  elf.  Sometimes  he  was  convinced 
that  it  moved  along  there  within  a  few  yards, 
keeping  silent  pace  with  him  ;  and  yet  he 
dare  not  risk  investigation  until  the  opportune 
moment.  He  tried  to  relieve  the  strain  of 
half  caught  sounds  by  telling  himself  it  was 
only  imagination,  and  often  he  stopped  .-uddenly 
that  his  'iars  might  satisfy  him  that  he  was 
alone.  At  a  clearing  across  the  way  he  lay 
several  minutes  waiting,  but  nothing  happened. 

He  was  debating  whether  he  should  not  rush 
boldly  into  the  trees  and  take  his  chances 
to  expose  what  wa^  there,  when  a  sharp  hiss 
sent  him  crouching  back  into  deepest  cover. 
It  was  the  instinct  of  warning  ;  and  the  re- 
action of  surprise  was  to  raise  his  head  warily 
to  peer  about. 

As  he  came  above  the  bush  he  foimd  himself 
looking  into  the  barrel  of  a  rifle  before  a 
malevolent  face  not  twenty  yards  away. 

His  first  thought  was  that  this  \v'as  not 
the  something  that  had  been  tracking  him  ; 
it  was  in  a  different  direction.  He  had  but 
an  instant  to  note  that  the  face  was  Bilsy's, 
a  bandage  about  his  right  arm  pointing  to 
the  source  of  the  blood  stains  he  had  been 
following.  And  then  something  hurled  itself 
from  the  bushes  to  his  left  with  a  loud  cry, 
and  two  rifles  blazed.     The  awful  broken  gurgle 
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that  came  from  Bilsy's  lips  Mahon  knew  to 
be  his  death  en-  ;  but  it  was  to  the  other,  his 
saviour,   he  turned. 

As  he  looked,  a  loose,  ungainly  figure  stum- 
bled from  the  trees  and  sank  in  sickening 
jerks  to  the  edge  of  the  water,  and  with  a 
gasp  of  horror  Mahon  stared  down  on  the 
twisting  features  of  his  half-breed  friend,  Blue 
Pete. 

Without  a  thought  of  the  dangers  about 
him,  Mahon  raised  the  contorted  face  The 
eyes  opened  heavily  and  stared  blanldy  up  at 
him  a  second,  then  widened  into  a  twisted 
smile  as  they  fixed  themselves  on  the  Police- 
man's white  face. 

"  Thank  God  !  "  whispered  the  half-breed. 
"  'T's  all  right.  BiLsy  didn't  get  you.  I— I 
didn't  see  him  till  near  too  Ute." 

Mahon  was  feeling  swiftly  for  the  source 
of  the  stain  deepening  on  Blue  Pete's  breast. 
As  he  opened  the  shirt  the  half-breed  smiled 
wanly. 

"  Never  min'  me,  Boy.  Th'  ain't  nothin' 
yuh  kin  do.     Bilsy — near  got  me — this  time 

But  I've  paid — fer  wot  he  done  to 

th'  ole  gal." 

In  his  face  was  not  a  quiver  of  pain,  not  a 
sign  of  regret  or  fear  or  sorrow.  Mahon's 
voice   caught   as   he   tried  to   speak. 

"  Why  didn't  you  let  me  take  my  chance, 
Pete  ?     Oh,  Pete  !  " 

A  weak  smile  Hfted  the  comers  of  Blue 
Pete's  mouth,  and  in  his  eyes  was  a  world  of 
affection. 

"  Bilsy — don't  miss,   Boy.    Yuh  hedn't  no 
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chance It's— fer  yer  mother 

She  wants— them  letters.  No,  let  it  be.  Get 
out  o'  here,  Boy,  quick  !  Thar's  more  after 
yuh." 

He  raised  himself  with  a  burst  of  strength. 

"  Don't  stop  me,"  he  muttered  hurriedly. 
"  Ken't  talk — much.  Sort  o'  fizzles  out— in 
here.  They're  under  the  big  pine  in  Pine 
Hollow.  You  know  it.  Get  'em — to-night. 
Now  go — quick  !  " 

Mahon  started  to  the  lake  for  water.  As 
he  raised  himself  something  crashed  against 
his  head  and  he  dropped  like  a  log.  But  even 
as  he  fell  he  had  a  dim  vnsion  of  the  half- 
breed  leaning  over  him  to  feel  his  heart — and 
then  a  crashing  of  bushes  and  Blue  Pete  was 
gone,  blood  dripping  horribly  behind  him. 
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CORRIGAN,  coming  at  full  speed  at 
the  rifle  shots,  found  Mahon  lying 
unconscious  in  a  pool  of  blood, 
little  of  it  his  own.  After  dashing 
a  hatful  of  water  in  Mahon's  face,  he  dragged 
him  into  the  trees  and  awaited  the  help  he 
knew  would  come.  To  hurry  it  and  to  guide 
the  Policemen  Ustening  just  south  of  the  Hills 
for  such  a  signal,  he  fired  his  own  rifle  twice, 
and  then  turned  his  attention  to  the  battered 
head  of  his  Sergeant.  To  such  good  effect 
did  he  set  about  it  that  when  the  other  Police- 
men arrived  Mahon  was  sitting  dizzily  against 
a  tree  trying  to  recall  what  had  happened. 
Bilsy's  body  they  found  in  the  bush  as  it  had 
fallen  from   Blue  Pete's  unerring  bullet. 

Two  hours  later  Sergeant  Mahon,  his  head 
bandaged,  was  planning  a  coup. 

He  knew  Pine  Hollow  and  the  big  pine, 
for  he  and  Blue  Pete  had  used  it  more  than 
once  as  a  rendezvous  during  their  excursions 
into  the  Hills  It  was  a  natural  hiding  place, 
fringed  with  thick  Pushes  and  so  overhung 
with  trees  that,  save  m  heavy  rains,  the  ground 
was  never  wet. 
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Late  in  the  afternoon,  while  the  sun  still 
shone  brightly  out  on  the  prairie  but  gloom  was 
thickening  among  the  trees  of  the  Hills,  seven 
Policemen  converged  noiselessly  on  Pine  Hol- 
low, with  orders  to  close  in  warily  to  within 
a  hundred  yards  and  there  to  lie  until  seven- 
thirty,  when  darkness  would  make  further 
advance  less  dangerous.  At  thirty  yards  they 
were  to  await  developments. 

Blakey,  as  Mahon's  superior  in  point  of  ser- 
vice, ordered  Mahon  to  remain  behind,  for  the 
blanched  face  and  wild  eyes  warned  him  of 
coming  collapse,  postponed  only  by  the  excite- 
ment of  the  moment  and  the  grit  of  the  sufferer. 
But  Mahon  grimly  reminded  him  who  was  in 
charge,  and  as  dusk  fell,  with  his  head  playing 
him  imcanny  tricks,  he  was  crawling  through 
the  trees  to  his  'lotted  place  in  the  tightening 
cordon  of  Police. 

At  the  appointed  timt  he  embarked  on  the 
more  perilous  part  of  the  adventure,  his  ears 
keyed  to  the  famt  rustlings  of  his  fellow-Police- 
men on  either  hand.  His  part  of  the  plan 
was  not  to  stop  at  thirty  yards,  but  to 
go  on  and  see  what  Pine  Hollow  had  to 
show. 

For  some  time  he  had  heard  subdued  voices 
from  the  Hollow,  and  as  he  crouched  at  the  edge 
of  the  protecting  bushes  the  faint  glow  and 
crackle  of  fire  came  to  him,  solving  at  once 
the  problem  of  the  darkness.  From  the  eame-  - 
ness  of  conversation  he  gathered  a  uJ.- 
ference  of  opinion,  and  when  he  came  nearer 
found  it  concerned  the  wisdom  of  a  fire.  It 
was  Dutch  Henry  himself  who  growled  that 
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he  did  not  intend  any  longer  to  go  without 
something  hot  to  drink. 

Inch  by  inch  Malion  wormed  his  way  into 
the  bushes.  Dimly  then  in  flickering  moments 
he  could  make  out  the  flames  through  the 
foliage,  and  as  he  arrived  at  the  edge  of  the 
open  saw  Dutch  Henry  proceeding  with  the 
preparation  of  tea.  Gathering  himself  to- 
gether  he   leaped   into   the   hollow. 

There  was  a  wild  rush,  some  to  escape, 
some  to  their  rifles,  and  even  as  Mahon's  rifle 
covered  them  the  hands  of  several  of  the  out- 
laws were  gripping  their  firearms. 

"  It's  all  up,  boys,"  he  warned  in  a  quiet 
voice.  "  You  will  drop  your  rifles  and  line 
up  on  the  other  side  of  the  fire." 

Three  half-raised  rifles  hesitated  ;  six  men 
stopped  in  mid-flight.  Nine  pairs  of  eyes 
glared  up  at  the  khaki-clad  figure  outlined 
in  the  light  of  the  fire. 

Mahon  stepped  forward  and  paused  for  them 
to  obey,  but  only  a  couple  of  them  made  a 
movement  to  fall  into  line.  Nine  reckless 
outlaws — nine  gunmen  of  notoriety  on  both 
sides  of  the  line — hesitated  to  obey  the  com- 
mands of  one,  even  before  a  pointed  rifle. 

"  At  the  first  move,  boys,"  Mahon  con- 
tinued, "  you  will  never  move  again.  You're 
surrounded." 

Swift  as  a  flash  one  rifle  at  the  edge  of  the 
group  leaped  up. 

"  Damn     it ! "     shrieked     Dutch      Henry. 

**  There'll  be  one  less  of  you  anyway " 

Mahon  whirled,  conscious  on  the  instant 
that  he  was  too  late  with  a  gunman  like  Dutch 
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Henry.  But  even  as  the  muzzle  covered  him, 
a  jet  of  flame  burst  from  the  thicket  and  Dutch 
Henry's  bullet  sped  harmlessly  over  his  head. 
On  the  instant  the  hollow  was  full  of  Police- 
men, and  eight  rustlers  Uned  up  behind  the 
fire  with  lifted  hands. 

Dutch  Henry  lay  huddled  on  his  side,  one 
hand  loosely  grasping  his  rifle,  the  other  pressed 
against  his  forehead,  from  which  a  slight  trickle 
of  blood  oozed.  And  the  Police  were  asking 
each  other  who  fired  the  shot.  Mahon's  head 
began  its  dizzy  tricks  again,  as  he  sank  against 
a  tree. 

It  was  a  record  round-up.  Dutch  Henry 
and  Bilsy  had  paid  the  penalties  of  their  crimes 
and  eight  international  outlaws  were  on  the 
way  to  long  prison  terms.  And  the  only 
police  casualty  was  Sergeant  Mahon  who, 
when  it  was  all  over,  collapsed  and  was  carried 
to  the  Post,  where  for  two  days  he  lay  in 
serri-coma,  babbling  of  Blue  Pete  and  Bilsy 
and  Dutch  Henry.  If  others  figured  in  his 
sick  dreams  it  was  never  recorded. 


Mira  emerged  from  Lethbridge  prison  into 
the  bright  glare  of  a  typical  prairie  spring 
day.  Uncertain  of  her  future,  with  no  plans 
or  hopes,  she  nevertheless  refused  the  assis- 
tance eager^  offered  by  the  kind-hearted 
Mounted  Police.  Her  first  thought  was  of 
Blue  Pete,  then  of  the  3-bar-Y  ranch,  yet  to 
neither  was  she  prepared  to  return  immediately. 
The  shock  of  freedom  itself  was  all  she  could 
bear  as  yet.    Her  instinct  was  to  escape  from 
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Lethbridge.  and  without  more  thought  than 
that  she  would  there  be  unknown  and  able 
to  recover  somewhat  from  the  shuddering 
prison  memories  before  facing  her  friends. 
Ihe   bought   a   ticket   for   Calgary. 

And  while  Blue  Pete  wondered  and  suffered 
back  there  in  the  Hills,  longing  for  her  return, 
yet  vaguely  understanding  the  delay,  she  spent 
TlonebJ^fortnight  in  a  strange  aty  Blue  Pe  e 
had  at  least  the  rehef  of  action,  where  h  s  old 
enemies  were  engaged  in  an  organised  outlawry 
he  was  undecided  how  to  treat,  torn  betvveen 
his  hatred  of  the  law  and  of  the  leaders  of  the 

"^AuLt  IVIira  could  stand  her  inactivity  ^d 
isolation  no  longer.  Shnkmg  into  a  train 
for  Medicine  Hat,  she  ahghted  at  a  small 
station  before  reaching  the  town,  only  the 
Mounted  Pohce  aware,  in  an  indefinite  way. 
of  her  movements. 

♦  ♦  *  * 

On  the  third  day  after  the  capture  of  the 
rustlers  Mahon  came  partly  to  hiinsell  And 
it  was  not  his  wound  that  troubled  him  then 
bur  his  mind.  His  muddled  thoughts  kept 
trying  to  concentrate  on  something  ^^^^^r 
knew  to  demand  immediate  attention  ;  but  he 
could  not  determine  what  ^^  ,^'^5.  On  the 
fourth  day  he  was  in  the  saddle  with  Pnest. 
feverishly'  anxious,   hoping   against   l^ope- 

Straight  to  the  cave  in  the  Cypress  Hills 
he  led.  and  pulled  back  the  screen  of  vines. 
When  his  eyes  grew  accustomed  to  the  darb:- 
ness,  he  saw  how  things  had  changed  since  he 
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knew  it.     The  old  box  was  replaced  by  a  table 
of  rough  boards,  and  near  it  stood  a  crudely 
made  chair  that  was  a  model  of  comfort  com- 
pared with  the  stumps  that  once  served.     Mahon 
stepped  inside  on  tiptoe,  suddenly  conscious 
of  a  pool  of  blood  before  the  entrance.     Another 
great  pool  was  before  a  box  from  which  a 
soiled  green  skirt  was  partly  pulled.     Within 
'■he  box  were  a  knife,  fork  and  spoon,  two  tiny 
andkerchiefs,  two  books,  and  a  pair  of  small, 
worn-out,   high-heeled  woman's  nding  boots. 
But    Blue    Pete    was    not    there.      Mahon, 
leaning  heavily  against  the  table,  picked  up 
a  bit  of  paper  which  covered  an  open  letter 
he  recognised  as  an  old  one  to  him  from  his 
mr  her.     In    some    way  the  half-breed  must 
have  found  it  during  the  days  when  they  rode 
much  together.    A  spot  of  blood  on  the  corner 
of  the   upper   paper  made  him  shudder  with 
foreboding,  as  he  tried  to  read  it  with  wet  eyes. 
"  My  dear  Boy,"  it  ran,  in  trembhng  hues, 
iust  as  his  mother  used  to  address  him.     "  I 
no  youl  find  this  when  I  don't  turn  up.     Bilsy 
got  me  whur   it   hurts  and  I  can't  seeni  to 
think  rite,    hop  yer  all  rite  fur  yer  mothers 
sake,    tell  her  I  dun  my  best,    tell  Mira  if  I 
don't  pull  thro  that  I  love  her."     The  drop 
of  blood  had  fallen  there  and  below  it  the 
wounded  half-breed  had  scrawled  :  "  cant  breeth 
rite     I  try  fur  the  pine  tree  but  I  dont  no. 
if  I  dont  make  it  good  by  Boy.     Maybe  they 
ant  got  Blue  Pete  yet."  -    ^  ^u 

Mahon  pressed  a  hand  dizzily  against  the 
stone  wall  of  the  cave,  and  Priest  tiptoed 
out. 
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The  trail  of  blood  was  not  hard  to  follow, 
heavy  brown  stains  showing  where  Blue  Pete 
had  been  forced  to  rest.  As  they  approached 
the  circle  of  brush  about  Pine  HoUow,  Mahon 
shrank  from  knowing  the  truth.  In  there, 
where  he  had  seen  that  spitting  jet  of  fire 
that  saved  his  hfe.  must  be  the  body  of  his  best 
friend,  the  best  friend  man  could  have.  Nothing 
else  could  come  of  the  wound  he  had  seen, 
the  blood  trail  he  had  followed. 

Shrinking  at  the  last,  he  sent  Pnest  ahead, 
and  sat  down  in  a  faintness  that  left  him 
scarcely  strength  to  reaHse  his  sorrow.  Dimly 
he  heard  Priest  moving  among  the  bushes 
and  at  last  stop  and  call.  Mahon  found  him 
bending  over  a  stained  impression  in  the  soft 
ground.  For  long  a  body  had  lam  there 
bleeding,  helpless  to  move.  Mahon  sank  to 
his  knees,  then  the  instinct  of  his  call- 
ing   turned    his    eyes    about     him     on     the 

ground.  .        ,       •        v  j 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  signs  he  read— 
a  woman's  tracks.    He  knew  intuitively  whose 

they  were.  „    .       r       j  i.t,^ 

The  next  night  Inspector  Barker  found  the 

explanation  in   his  mail.  ^ 

"There  is  no  use  looking  for  Blue  Petes 
body,"  wrote  Mira  Stanton.  "  I  found  him. 
He  aint  one  of  the  Police  and  never  was  and 
I  aint  going  to  let  the  PoHce  bury  him.  I 
loved  him  and  he  is  mine  to  the  end.  You 
wont  see  us  again." 

The  Inspector  read  it  through  several  times, 
examined  it  all  over,  placed  it  back  on  his 
desk,  and  picked  it  up  to  read  it  again.      And 
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for  a  long  time  he  sat  in  silent  thought.     Sud- 
denly he  rang  his  desk  bell  and  Mitchell  entered. 
"  Sergeant    Mahon— send    him    here,"     he 

ordered.  ,  ,  . 

"Sit  down,  Mahon,"  he  bej^an,  when  the 
Sergeant  stood  before  him,  weak  and  pale. 
"  What  d'you  think  of  this  ?  " 

He  read  the  letter  aloud. 

"  It  explains  everything,  sir,"  replied  Mahon. 
"  She's  come  on  his  body  and  buried  it  herself 
rather     than     let     us    have    him,     dead     or 

"  Hm— m  !  "  The  Inspector  looked  off 
through  tne  window  into  the  broad  sunlight 

of  the  street.     "  You  think  so  ? Are 

you  still  going  to  set  up  that  cenotaph.  Boy  ? 

"  It's  the  least  I  can  do,  sir,  after  what  he 
meant  to  me— what  he  did  for  me."  ^ 

"  Don't  you  think  .....  you  d  bettei 
wait  till  you  find  his  body  ?  "  • ,      u 

"  When  I  do,  sir,  I  will  bury  it  beside  the 
stone  I  am  setting  up." 

The  older  man  rattled  his  fingers  on  the  top 
of  the  desk  before  replying. 

"  An3^ay,   it's   a  fine  enough   sentiment, 

he  muttered "And  I  don't  know. 

By  the  way,  did  you  find  Whiskers  ?  " 
Mahon  frowned.      "  That  puzzles  me  a  bit, 

sir But  Mira's  taken  her,  don't  you  see? 

"Very   simple,"    growled    the    Inspector. 


In  Windy  Coulee,  just  where  the  old  trail 
enters  the  Cypress  Hills,  Mahon  set  up  a  slab 
of  unhewn  marble.     Back  against     the    Hills 


im 
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its  three  sides  stood  massive  and  rough  as  they 
came  from  the  quarry.  And  on  the  other, 
looking  out  across  the  prairie,  was  this  simpk 
inscription  : — 

"  Greater  Love 
from 
Boy.' 
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